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MEMOIRS 

OF 

DR. EDWARD YOUNG. 



THIS celebrated and excdlent writer wai tin 
IQD of Dr. Edward Young, a learned and ^inent 
divine, who was Dean of Sarum, Fellow of Winches- 
ter College, and Rector of Upham, in Hampshire. 
Our author was bom at Uphanii in the year 1681, and 
had his education at Winchester CoUc«e, till he was 
chosen on the foondation of New CoUeg;e, Oxford, 
October 13, 1703, but removed in less than a tear . 
to Corpus Christi, where he entered himself a Uen- 
tleman ComuKmer. 

Archbishop Tennison put him ktto a law fellowship 
in 1708, in the College of All Souls. He took the 
d^^ree of Bachelor in 1714y and became LL. D. in 
1719. His tragedy of Busiris came out the same 
year; the Revenue in 1721 ; the Brothers in 1723 ; 
and soon after ms elegant poem of the Last Da^, 
which eneaged the greater attention for being writ- 
ten by a layman. The Force of Religion, or Van- 
quished Love, a poem, also gave much pleasure. 
These works procured him tbe friendship of some 
amoi^ the nobility, and the patronage of die Duke 
of Wharton, by whom he was induced to stand a 
candidate for a seat in parliament for Cirencester, 
but without success. The bias of his mind was 
strongly turned towards divinity, which drew him 
away from the law, before he had beg<m\D'<^t«R^at^. 
Oil \u9 taking orders he was a-ppovuXed ^^iw^^su!^ NA' 
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ordinary to George 11. ia April, 1728. His first 
work in his new character was a Vindication of 
Providence, pubh'shed, as well as bis Estimate df 
Human Life, in ouarto. Soon aAer, in 1730, hia 
Collei^e presented nim ioihe rectoiy of Welwyn, in 
Jlert/ordshire, worth 3001. per annum, besides the 
lordship of the manor which pertained to it He 
married Lady Bet^ Lee, wioow of Col. Lee, in 
1731. She was daughter of (he Earl of Lichfield. 
By her he had a son. 

Notwithstanding the high estimation in which he 
was held, his familiar intercourse widi many of the 
first rank, his being a great favourite of Frederic 
Prince of Wales, sind paying a prettjr constant at* 
tendance at court, he never rose to higher prefer- ' 
ment ; if, however, we except his being mode cleik 
of the closet to the Princess Dowager of Wales in 
1761, when he was fourscore years of age. 

His fine poem of ihe Night Thoughts, it is well 
known, was occasioned by a iamily distress; the 
loss of his wife and the two children, a son and a 
daughter, whom she had by her first husband : these 
all died wiAin a short time of each other in 1741. 
The son-in-law is characteriied in this work by the 
name of Philander, and the young lady, who sunk 
into a decline through grief for the loss of her 
mother, by that of Narcissa. He removed her, in 
hope <^ her deriving benefit from a warmer climate, 
to Montpelier, in the south of France ; but she died 
soon after their arrival in that city. The circum- 
stance of his being obliged to buiy her in a fieW bv 
night, not being ail(>wcd interment in a church-yard, 
on account of her beine a Protestant, is indelibly 
recorded in Night III. of this divine poem. 

He was upwards of eighty when he wrote his C<»- 
iectiires on Original Compositicm, in which many 
beauties appear, notwithstanding the age of its 
author; aiid Resignation, his last poem, contains 
proofs in every stanza, that it was not written with, 
dcraved facultio!). He died at the parsonage-house, 
«t Welwvn, April 12, 1765, aged eighty-four years, 
and iras Durien undor the aitar-picce of that church. 
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by the side of his wife. Bv his own desire, he was 
followed by all the poor ot the parish, without ap^ 
tolling of me bells, or any person appearii^ at his 
fimeial in mourning. He had causea all his manu- 
scripts to be destroyed before his death. He left 
the whole of his fortune, which was pret^ consider- 
able, with the exception <^ a few legacies, to his 
son, Mr. Frederic Young, though he would nev^ 
see him in his lifetime, owing to his disjp4easure at 
his imprudent conduct at coUege, for which ]tie had 
been expelled. 

His character was that of the tnie Christian Di- 
vine ; his heart was in his profes8i(xi. It is report- 
ed,^ that, once preachii^ in hi&.tum at St James's, 
and being unable to gain attention, he sat down,, 
and burst into tears. His conversati<m was of the 
same nature as lus works, and showed a solemn cast 
of thought to be natural to him : death, futuri^, 
j udgment, eternity, were his common topics. When 
at home in Uie countnr, he spent many hours in tho . 
day walking among the graves in the ■chui^h-3rard. 
In his garden he had an alcove, painted as if witb a 
bench to repose on; on approachmg near enough to 
discover m& deception, the fc^owing ny>tto,waa 
seen: 

\inwibilia non deeipiuni,* 
* The unseen things do not deceive %ts.* 

In his poem of the Last Day, one of his earKest 
works, he calls his muse * the Melancholy Maid; 

* tohom dismal scenes delMit^ 
* Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night.'' 

Graflon is said by Spence to have made him a pre- 
sent of a human skull, with a candle in it, to serve 
him for a lamp ; and he is reported to have used it. 
Yet he promoted an assembly and bowling green in 
his parish, and often attended them. He would in- 
dulge in occasional sallies of wit, of which his well- 
known epigram on Voltaire* is a specimen; but ^ 

* * Thou art so tritty, pr^igate, and thin. 

Thou sem'st a MUtm vSjth Hu DtatK aanab^Viv> 
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perhaps there was more of indignation than plea- 
santly in it, as his satire was ever pointed against 
indecency and irreligion. His satires, entitled the 
Love of Fame, or the Universal Passion, is a great 
performance. The shafts of his wit are directed 
against the folly of being devoted to the fashion, 
and aiming to appear what we are not. We meet 
here with smoothness of style, pointed sentences, 
solid sentiments, and ^be sharpness of resistless 
truth. 

The Night Thoughts abound in the most exalted 
flights, the utmost stretch of human thought, which 
is the great excellence of Young's poetry. * In his 
Night Thoughts,' sa^s a great critic, * he has exhi- 
bited a veiy wide display of original poetry, varie- 
gated with deep reflections and strikinj^ allusions, a 
wilderness of thou^t, in which the fertility of fancy 
scatters flbwers im every hue and of every odour.* 
It must be allowed, however, that many of these fine 
thoughts are overcast with the gloom of melancholT, 
80 as to have an effect rather to be dreaded by minds 
of a morbid hue : they paint, notwithstanding, with 
the most lively fancy, me feelings of the heart, the 
yanity of human things, its fleeting hoaours and en- 
joyments, and contain the strongest arguments in 
seaport of the immortality of the soul. 



THE COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT I. 

ON LIF% DEATR, AND IMVORTALITT. 



To the Right Honourable Arthur Onslow, Esq. 
Speaker of the House of Commons* 



TIRED Nature's sweet restorer, balmy Sleep ! . 
He, like the world, his ready visit pays 
Wheite fortune smiles ; the wretched he forsakes : 
, Swift on his downy pinions flies from wo, 
And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 5 

From short (as usual) and distnrbM repose 
I wake : how happy they who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 
I wake, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous ; where my wredkM desponding thought 
From wave to wave of fancied miseiy 11 

At random drove, her helm of reason lost : 
'lliough now restored, 'tis only change of pain* 
( A bitter change !) severer for severe, 
llic day too short for n^ distress ; and night, 15 
{:^'cn in the tenith of her dark domain. 
Is sunshine to the coloar of my fate. 

Night, sable goddess ! from her ebon throiie> 
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Her leaden sceptre o*er a alumVring world. 2(^ 
Silence how dead ! and darlmess how profound! 
Nor eye nor listening ear an object finds ; 
Creation sleeps. 'Tis as the general pulse 
Of life stood still, and Nature made a pause ; 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 25 

And let her prophecy be soon fulfiU'd : 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. 

Silence and Darkness ! solemn sisters ! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender thought 
To reason, and on reason build resolv * 30 

(That colunm of true majesty in man) 
Assist me : I will thank yon in the graye ; 
The grave your kingdom : there this frame shall fall 
A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 
But what are ye ? 35 

Thou, who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning starSy 
Exulting, shouted o*er the rising ball ; 
O Thou, whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the 0UB, strike wisdom from my soul; 40 
My soul, which flies to thee, her trust, her treasure. 
As misers to their gold, while others rest 

Through this opaque of mpaaee and of sou]. 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 45 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe,) 
Lead it through various scenes of life and deatfi. 
And from each scene the noblest troths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct than my song ; 
Teach my best reason, reason ; my best will 50 
Teach rectitude ; and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, poor'd 
On this devoted head, be poorM in vain. 
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The bell strikes one. We take no note of time 55 
But from its loss : to give it then a ton^e 
Is wise in man. As if an angel spdce, 
I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 
Where are they f With the years beyond the flood. 
It is the signal that demands despatch : 61 

How much is to be done ! My hopes and fears 
Start up alarmM, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down— on what f A fathtnnless abjrss ; 
A dread eternity ! how surely mine ! 65 

And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how augus^Z ' *" 
Hw compli.Qftte,JhQW.wonderf^^ is man ! ^^ x 
How passmg ^^der ^fe who madia him such ! 70 \ 
Who centered inW make such strange extremes ! 
From difrrent;iftt!»e8, marvellously mix'd, 
ConnectionjetquisiteJpC^stant worlds ! y 

IKstinguisl&'d link iU being's endless cfiain ! . ^ 

i^idway /Ipom nothing to flie Deity ! 75 

A beam ethereal, sullied and absorpt ! ^ 
Though sullied and dishonoiir*d, still divine ! 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! ^ 

An heir of gloiy ! a^rail child of dust ! 
Helpless immortal ! insect infinite ! 80 

A worm ! a god !— I tremble at inys el^^/f _ _^ 
And in myself am lost. At home, a stranger. 
Thought wanders up and down, surprised, aghast, 
And wond'ring at her own. How reason reels I 
O what a miracle to man is man, 85 

Triumphantly distien'd ! what joy ! what dread ! 
Alternately transported and alann'd ! 
What can preserve my life .? or what destroy ? 
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An angel's arm can't snatch me from the grave j 
\ Legions of angels can't c(xifine me there. 90 

»Tis past conjecture : all things rise in proof. 
While o'er my limbs sleep's jwft.dfiS9JnJ«» spread, 
^^at though my jMol-fbhtastic measurod trod 
O'er fairy fields, or ttioani'cr along (Be gloom 
Of pathless woods, or, down the craggy steep 95 
Hurl'd headlong, swam with pain the mantled pool, 
Or scaled the cliflf, or dance^ on hollow winds 
With antic shaifarwHSTnatives of the B?am/ 
Her ceaseless flight, thtf* devtOttB, Speaks her natuie 
Of subtler essence than the trodden clod, 100 

Active, aerial, towering, uncoafined, 
Unfetter'd with her gross companion's fell. 
E'en silent night proclaims my soul immortal : 
E'en silent night proclaims eternal day. 
For human weal Heav'n husbands all events : 105 
Dull sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams in vain. 

Why then their loss deplore that are not lost? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around 
I n infidel distress ? Arc angels there ? 
Numbers, raked up in dust, ethereal fire ? 110 

They live ! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceived ; and from an eye 
Of tenderness let heav'nly pity fell 
On me, more justly number'd with the dead. 
JThis is the desert, this the solitude : 115 

(How populous, how vital is the grave ! J 
"" This is creation's melancholy vault. 
The vale funereal, the cypress sad gloom, 
The land of apparitions, empty shades ! 
All, all on earth is shadow, all' beyond 120 

Is substance ; the reverse is folly's creed : 
How folid all where diange shall be no more ! 
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This is the bud of being, ihe dun dawn, 
The twilight of our daj, the vestibule. 
Life*8 theatre as jet is shut, and Death, 1^ 

Strong Death, alone can heave the massf bar. 
This gross impediment of clay remove, 
And make us embryos of existence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, ttb 

The future embryo, slumbering in his sire. 
Embryos we must be till we burst the shell. 
Yon ambient azure shell, and spring to life. 
The life of Gods (O transport !) and of man. 

Yet man, fool man, here buries all his thoughts ; 135 ' ; 
Inters celestial hopes without one sigh : 
Pris'ner of earth, and p6nt beneath the mocxiy 
Here pinions all his wishes ; wingM by Heav'n 
To fly at infinite, and'reach it there. 
Where seraphs gather immortality, 0.^ 

On life's fair tree, fast by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrosial clast'ring glow 
In his full beam, and ripen for the just, 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 
' Where Time, and Pbin, and Chance, and Death 
expire ! 145 

And is it in the flight of tibreetcore years 
To push eternity from human thought. 
And smother souls immortal in the dust? 
A soul immortal, spending all her fires, 
Waatiog her strength in strenuous idleness, 150 
Thrown into tumult, raptured or alarm'd 
At aug^ tills scene can threaten or indulge. 
Resembles ocean into tempest wrought, 
To waft a feaOier, or to drown a fly. 

Where fidls IMm censure ? It o'erwhehm m^\^. 
How If M i^ bati mcnuted by tbA ^otU\ ^^ 
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O how self fetter'd was my grov'ling soul ! 
IIow, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun. 
Till darkened reason lay quite clouded o*er 160 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings ta reach the skies ! 
Night visions may befriend (as sung above :) 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impossible ! (could sleep do more ?) 165 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 
Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave ! 
Eternal sunshine in the storms of life ! 
How richly were my noontide trances htmg 
With gorgeous tapestries of pictured jojrs ! 170 

Joy behind joy, in endless perspective ! 

I Till at Death's toll, whose restless iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal. 
Starting 1 woke, and found myself undone. 
Where now my frenzy's pompous furniture ? 176 
The cobwebb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mouldVing mud, is royalty to me ! 
The spider's most attenuated thread 
Is cordt is cable, to man's tender tie 
Oil earthly bliss ; it breaks at every breeze. IM 

O ye blest scenes of permanent delight ! 
Full above measure ! lasting beyond bound ! 
A perpetuity of bliss is bliss. 
Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end. 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy, 185 
And quite unporadise the realms oif light 
Safe are you lodged above these rolling spheres ; 
The baleful influence of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 
Here teemf with revolutions every bour* 190 

And nrely for the better qt tha kmi^ 
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More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Each moment has its sickle, emulous 
Of Timers enormous sithe, whose ample sweep 
Strikes empires from the root : each moment plays 
^^s Kttle weapon in the narrower sphere 196 

Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down 

The fairest blootn ofj])l2luaai^JJyba< 

~"" ""' bliss! — proud words, and vain ! 

Implicit treascn to divine decree ! 200 

A bold invasion of the rights of Heaven ! 
I clasp*d the phantoms, and I found them air. 

had 1 weighed it ere my fond embrace ! 
What darts of agony had missed my heart ! 

1 Death I great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine 205 
To tread out empire, and to quench the stars. 
The sun himself by thy permission shines. 

And, one day^ thou shalt pluck him from his sphere. 
Amidst such mighty plunder, why exhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean ? 210 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me ? 
Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice ? 
Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was slain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 
O Cynthia ! why so pale ? dost thou lament 215 
Thy wretched neighbour .•* grieve to see thy wheel 
Of ceaseless change outwhirlM in human liife ! 
How wanes my borrowM bliss ! from Fortune's smile, 
Precarious courtesy ! not virtue's sure, ^ 
Self-given, solar, ray of sound delight ^ 220 

In ev'ry varied posture, place, axul hour. 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! 
Thought, busy tliought ! too busy for my peace ! 
Through the dark postern of time long elapsed, 
Led sojfUy, by the stillness of the night, 2^ 

Led^ like a murderer, (and 8uc\k \1 ^irave^V^ 
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Strays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleasing past : 
III quest of wretchedness perversely strays ; 
And finds all desert now ; and meets the ghosts 
Of my departed joys, a numVous train ! 230 

I me the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet Comfort*s blasted clusters I lament ; 
I tremble at the blessings once so dear, 
And ev'ry pleasure pains me to the heart 

Tet why complain ? or why complain for one ? 235 
Hangs out the sun his lustre but for me, 
The single man ? are angels all beside ? 
I mourn for millions ; *tis the common lot : 
In this shape or in ihat has Fate entaiPd 
The mother's throes on all of woman bom, 2-10 

Not more the children than sure heirs of pain. 
War, famine, pest, volcano, storm, and fire, 
Intestine broils. Oppression, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind. 
God*s image, disinherited of day, 2-15 

Here, plunged in mines, foi^ets a sun was made ; 
There, beings, deathless as their haughty lord. 
Are hammerM to the galling oar for life ; 
And plough the winter's wave, and reap despair. 
Some for hard masters, broken under arms, 250 
In battle lopp'd away, with half their limbs. 
Beg bitter bread through realms their valour saved, 
^ If so the tyrant or his minion doom. 
Want and incurable disease, (fell pair !) 
On hopeless multitudes remorseless seize 255 

At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 
^How groaning hospitals eject their dead ! J 
^"What numbers groan for sad admission there ! 
What numbers, once in Fortune's lap high-fed. 
Solicit the cold hand of charity .' 2G0 

Tojfhock us more, solicit it in vain I 
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Ye silken sons <5f Pleasure ! since in pains 

You rue more modish visits, visit here, 

And breathe from your debauch ; give, and reduce' 

Surfeit's domini(Hi o'er you. But so great 265 

Your impudence, you blush at what is ri^ht 

Happy ! did sorrow seize on such alone : 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue save ; 
Disease invades the chastest temperance. 
And punishment the guiltless ; and alann, 270 

llirough thickest shades, pursues the fond of peacc^ 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 
And, his guard falling, crushes him to death. 
Not happiness herself makes good her name ; 
Our very wishf s give us not our wish. 275 

How distant oft the thing we doat on most 
From that for which we doat, felicity ! 
The smoothest course of Nature has its pains, 
And truest friends, through error, wound our rest. 
Without misfortune what calamities ! 280 

And what hostilities without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the best on earth. 
But endless is the list of human ills, 
And sighs might sooner fail than cause to sigh. 

A part how small of the terraqueous globe 285 
Is tenanted by man ! the rest a waste, 
IU>cks, deserts, frozen seas, and burning sands ! 
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death. 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! but far 
More sad ! this earth is a true map of man : 290 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To woe's wide empire, where deep troubles iosS^ 
liOud sorrows howl, envenom'd passions bite, I 
Rav'nous calamities ouv vitals seize, .,_J 

And threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. ^'^ 

What then am I, who sorrcfW fat my^i't 
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» In age, in infancy, from others' aid 
J Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind — 
Vrhat Nature's first, last lesson to mankind : 
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels : 300 
More gen'rous sorrow, while it sinks, exalts ; 
And conscious virtue mitigates the pang. 
' l^or virtue more than prudence bids me give 
Swoln thought a second channel; who divide. 
They weaken, too, the torrent of their grief. 305 
Take, then, O world ! thy much indebted tear; 
How sad a sight is human happiness 
To those whose thought can pierce beyond an hour! 

thou ! whatever thou art, whose heart exults ! 
Would thou I should congratulate thy fate ? 310 

1 know thou wouldst ; thy pride demands it frommc. 
Let thy pride pardon what thy nature needs, 

The salutary censure of a friend. 

Thou happy wretch ! by blindness thou art blest; 

By dotage dandled to perpetual smiles. 315 

Know, smiler ! at thy peril art thou pleased ; 

Thy pleasure is the promise of thy pain. 

Misfortune, like a creditor severe. 

But rises in demand of her delay ; 

She makes a scourge of past prosperity, 320 

To sting thee more, and double thy distress. 

Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee : " 
Thy fond heart dances while the syren sings. 
Dear is thy welfare ; think me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to secure, thy joys. 325 

Think not that fear is sacred to the storm. 
Stand on thy guard against the smiles of Fate. 
Is Heav'n tremendous in its frowns ? moat sure ; 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 330 

A call to duty, not discharge from care ; 
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And should alarm us full as much a? woes ; 
Awake us to their cause and consequence, 
And make us tremble, weighM with our desert ; 
Av/c Nature's ttunult, and chastise her joys, 335 
T^st while we claj»p, wc kill them ; nay, invert 
To worse than simple misery their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil v/ar, 
Like bosom friendships to resentment sour'd. 
With rape envenonn'd rise a^inst our peace. 340 
Itr ware what earth calls happiness ; beware 
Ail joys but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on less than an immortal base, 
t'ontl as he seems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine died with thee. Philander ! thy last sigh 345 
Dissolved the charm ; the disenchanted earth 
lost all her lustre. Where l»er glitt'ring tow'rs ? 
Her golden mountains where ? all darken*d down 
To naked waste ; a dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician's dead ! Thou poor pale piece 
Of outcast earth, in darkness ! what a change 351 
I-'rom yesterday ! Thy darling hope so near, 
(Long laboured prize !) O how ambition flush*d 
Thy glowing cheek ! ambition, truly great. 
Of virtuous praise. Death's subtle seed within, 355 
(Sly, treach'rous miner !) working in the dark. 
Smiled at thy well-concerted scheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that rose so red, 
Unladed ere it fell ; one moment's prey ! 

Man's foresight is conditionally wise ; 360 

Lorenzo ! wisdom into folly turns 
Oft the first instant its idea fair 
To labouring thought is bora. How dim our eye ! 
The present moment terminates our sight ; 
Clouds, thick as those on doomsday, drown the next ; 
We penetrate, we prophesy in vuxu ^^Rifb 
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Time is dealt out by particles, and each, 

Ere mingled with the streaming sands of life, 

By Fate's inviolable oath is sworn 

Deep silence, • Where eternity begins.' 370 

■^ By Nature's law, what may be, may be now ; 

There's no prerogative in human hours. 

In human hearts what bolder thought can rise 

Than man's presumption on to-morrow's dawn f 

Where is to-morrow .? In another world. 375 

For numbers this is certain ; the reverse 

Is sure to none ; and yet on this Perhaps, 

This Peradventure, infamous for lies, 

As on a rock of adamant we build 

Our mountain-hopes, spin out eternal schemes, 380 

As we the Fatal Sisters could outspin, , 

And, big with life's futurities, expire. 
Not e'en Philander had bespoke his shroud, 

Nor had he cause ; a warning was denied : 

How many fall as sudden, not as safe ; 385 

As sudden, though for years admonish'd home ! 

Of human ills the last extreme beware; 

Beware, Lorenzo ! a slow sudden death. 

How dreadful that deliberate surprise ! ; 

Be wise to-day ; 'tis madness \o defer : 390 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 

Thus on, till wisdom is push'd out of life. 

Procrastination is the thief of time; 
f Year after year it steals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 395 

The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

If not so frequent, would not this be strange ? 
; That 'tis so frequent, this is stranger still. _ 
Of man's miraculous mistakes this bears 

The pakn, * That all men are about to live,' < 400 

Tot ever on the brink of being bom. 
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All pay themselves the compliment to think 
They one day shall not drivel, and their pride 
On this reversion takes up ready praise ; ' 

At least their own ; their future selves applaud^: 
How excellent that life they ne*er will lead ! 406 
Time lodged in their own bands is Folly's vails ; 
Tliat lodged in Fate's, to wisdom they consign ; 
The thing they can't but purpose they postpone : 
'Tis not in folly not to scorn a fool ; 410 

And scarce in human wisdwn to do more. 
All promise is poor dilatory man, 
And that through ev'ry stage : when young, indeed^ 
In full content we S(Hnetimes nobly rest, 
Unanxious for ourselves, and only wish, 41 S 

As duteous sons,* our fathers were more wise. 
At thirty, man sojspects himself a fool ; 
Knows it at forly, and reforms his plan ; 
At flAy, chides his infamous delay, 
Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve ; 420 

In all tho magnanimity of thought 
Resolves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same. ''' 
And why ? because he tliinks himself inmiortal. 1 
. All men tliiuk all men mortal but themselves : ^ 
Themselre«, when some alarming shock of fate 425 
Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the sudden dread ; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. 
Soon close ; where pass'd the afiaft no tract is found, 
As from the wing no scar the sky retains. 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel, ( 430 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. \ 
E'en widi the tender tear, which nature sheds 
O'er those we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? that were strange ! 
O my full heart I^-But should I give it vent, 435 
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Hie longest night, thou^ longer far, would fail, 
And the lark listen to my midnight song. 

The sprightly lark^s shrill matin wakes the mom ; 
GrieTs sharpest thorn hard pressing on my breast, 
I strive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 440 

llie sullen gloom, sweet Philomel ! like thee. 
And call the stars to listen : ev'ry star 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain ; there are who thine excel, 
And charm through distant ages. Wrapt in shade, 
Prisoner of darkness ! to the silent hours 446 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 
To lull my griefs, and steal my heart from woe I 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their Are. . 
Daric, though not blind, like thee, Mseonides ! 450 
Or, Milton, thee ! ah, could I reach your strain ! 
Or his who made Mseonides our own. '' 
JjHukf too, he sung ; immortal man I sing. 
Qit bursts my song beyond the bounds of Hfe ; 
What now but immortality can please ? 455 

O had he pressed his theme, pursued the track 
Which opens out of darkness into day ! 
O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soared where I sink, and sung immortal man. 
How had it blest mankind, and rescued me ! , 460 



THE COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT II. 

ON TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 



To the Right Honourable the Earl of TVUmmgion. 



WHEN the cock crew he wept, — smote by that ey% 
Which looks on mc, on all ; that Pow^r who bids 
This midnight sentinel, with clarion shrill, 
(Emblem of that which shall awake the dead) 
Rouj% souls from slumber into thoughts of Heav'n. 
Shall I too weep ? where then is fortitude ? 5 

And, fortitude abandoned, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he sees the light : 
He that is bom is Usted : life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe : who bears it best ^ 
Deserrea it least— On other themes I'll dwell. 19 
^ Lorenzo ! let me turn ray thoughts on thee , 
And thine on tlicmes may profit ; profit there ^ 

Where most thy need: themes, too, the genuine 

growtli 
Of dear Philander's dust. He thus, though dead, 15 
May still befriend — ^What themes ? Time's wondrous 

price, 
PeaOi, friendship, and Plulandcr'a {\u^\ «ceTve.\ 
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' So could I touch these themes as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thj heart qujte disengaged. 
The good deed would delight nie ; half impress 20 
On my dark cloud an Iris, and from grief 
Call glory. — Dost thou mourn Philander's fate f 
I know thou say'st it : says tliy life the same f 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they desire. 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of time, 25 

(O glorious avarice !) thought of death inspires, 
As rumoured robberies endear our gold? 
O Time ! than gold more sacred ; more a load 
Than lead to fools, and fools reputed wise. 
^Vhat moment granted man without account f 30 
What years are squandered, wisdom^s debt unpaid ! 
Our wealth in days all due to that discharge. 
Haste, haste, he lies in wait, he^s at the door. 
Insidious Death ! should his strong hand arrest, * 
- No composition sets the prisoner free. 35 

Etemity^s inexorable chain 
Fast binds, and vengeance claims the full arrcar. 

How late I shuddcr'd on the brink I how late 
Life called for her last refuge in despair ! 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee I owe ; 40 
Fain would I pay thee with eternity ; 
But ill my genius answers my desire : 
My sickly song is mortal, past thy cure. 
Accept the will ;--that dies not with my strain. 

For what calls thy disease, Lorenzo? Not 45 
For Esculapian, but for moral aid. 
Thou think^st it folly to be wise too soon. 
Youth is not rich in tune ; it may be poor ; 
Part with it as with money, sparing ; pay 
No moment, but in purchase of its wordi ; SO 

And what its worth, ask death-beds ; they can telL 
Part with it cs with life, reluctant \ big *4 ; 
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"With holy hope of nobler time to come : 

Time higher aim^d, still nearer the great mark] ^ 

^ , ,0f men and angeli ; virtue more divine. 55 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain ? 
(These Heaven benign in vital union bind^) 
And six)rt we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal suns inspire ? Amusement reigna 
Man^s great demand : to trifle is to live : 60 

And is it then a trifle, too, to die ? 

Thou say'st I preach, Lorenzo ! 'Tis ccmfeat. 

7 •^'. IVhat if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Wlio wants amusement in the flame of battle ? 
Is it not treason to tlie soul immortal, 65 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 
Will toys amuse when medicines cannot cure ? 
Wlien spirits ebb, when life's enchanting scenes 
Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight. 
As lands and cities with their glittering spires, 70 
To the poor shattered barkJby sudden storm - 
Thrown off to sea, and soon to perish there, 
Will toys amuse ? No ; thrones will then be toys, 
And earth and skies seem dust upon the scale. 

Redeem we time ? — Its loss we dearly buy. 75 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz*d sports ? 
He pleads time's numerous blanks ; he loudly pleads 
The straw-like trifles on life's common stream. 
From whom those blanks and trifles but from thee f 
No blank, no trifle. Nature made, or meant 80 

Virtue, or purposed virtue, still be thine ; 
* This cancels thy complaint at once : this leaves 
In act n^ trifle,, and no blank in time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes all ; 
This ^e blest art of turning all to gold : 85 

Thki the good heart's prert^tive to raise 
A Bojal tribute frcra Lhe poorest boun \ . 
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Immense revenue ! ev'ry mcMnent pays. 
If nothing more than purpose in thy pow'r, 
Tby purpose finn is equal to the deed : 90 

Who does the best his circumstance allovrs, 
Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint : 
'Tis not in things o*er thought to domineer ; 
Guard well thy thought : our thoughts are heard in 
heav*n. 95 

^ On all important time, through eyery age, 
Tho* much, and warm, the wise have urged ; the maa 
Is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour. 
• I've lost a day' — ^the prince who nobly cried, 
Had been an emperor without his crOY^'n ; 100 

Of Rtnne ? say rather lord of hthnan race ! 
He spoke as if ^puted by mankind. 
So should all speak : so reason speaks in all : 
From the soft whispers of that God in man. 
Why fly to folly, why to freniy fly, 105 

For rescue from the blessings we possess ? 
Time, the supreme ! — Time is eternity ; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all that makes archangels smile. 
Who murders Time, he crushes in the birth 110 
A pow'r ethereal, only not adored. 

Ah ! how unjust to Nature and himself 
Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man ! 
Like children babbling nonsense in their sports. 
We censpre Nature for a span too short ; 1 15 

That span too short we tax as tedious too *, 
Torture invention, all expedients tire. 
To lash the ling'ring moments into speed. 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourselves. 
Art, brainless art ! our furious charioteer, 120 

(For Ifature^s voice un»t\Rcd wqxjML i%c»*> 
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DrivM beadloDg towards the precipice of death. 
Death nxNt oar dread ; death thus more dreadfiil 



O what a riddk of absurdity ! 
Leiiore is pain ; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 185 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 
Blest leisurt is our curse ; like tiiat (tf Cain, 
It makes us wander, wander earth around. 
To fly that tjnant Thought As Atlas groaned 
The world beneath, we gpnoan beneath an hour. 130 
We ciy for mercy to the next amusement; 
The next amusement mortgages our fields ; 
Slight inconvenience i priscns hardly Crown, 
Fnxn hateful time if priscHis flet us free. 
Yet when death kindly tenders us relief, 135 

We call him cruel ; years to moments shrink. 
Ages to years. The telescope is tum*d. 
To man*s false optics (from his folly false) 
Time, in advance, behind htm hides his wings. 
And seems to creep decrepit with his age ; 140 

Behold him when past by ; what then is seen 
But his broad pinions swifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction strong, 
\ Raefol, aghast ! ciy out on his career. 
"I Leave to thy foes these errors and tfiese iUs ; 145 
■ ' To Nature just, their cause and cure explore. 

Not short Heav Vs bounty ; boundless our expense ; 
No niggard Nature ; men are prodigals. 
We waste, not use, our time : we breathe, not live. 
Time wasted is existence, used is life ; 150 

And bare existence, man, to Uve ordain'd. 
Wrings and oppresses with enoimobs weight 
And why f since time was given for use, not waftet 
RnjoinM to fly ; with tempest, tide, and iKaxftt 
To keep hia speed, nor ever wait for man \ Ve»^ 
3 » 
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Timers use was doomM a pleasure, waste a pain ; 
That man might feel his error if unseen, 
And feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 
Not blundering, split ou idleness for ease. 159 

Life's cares are comforts ; such by Heaven designed ; 
He that hath none must make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The soul is on a rack ; the rack of rest. 
To souls most adverse ; action all their joy. 

Here, then, the riddle mark*d above unfolds ; IBS 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fooL 
We rave, we wrestle with great Nature's plan; 
We thwart the Deity, and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will shall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnat'ral quarrel with ourselves ; 170 
Oor thoughts at enmity ; our bosom-broil ; 
We push Time from us, and we wish him back ; 
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life ; 
Life we think long and short; death seek and dnm; 
Body and soul, like peevish man and wife, 175 

United jar, and yet are loth to part 

O the dark days of vanity ! while here 
How tasteless ! and how terrible when gone ! 
Gone ! they ne'er go ; when past, they haunt us still ; 
The spirit walks of ev'ry day deceased, 180 

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death nor life delight us. If time past 
And time possest both pain us, what can please ? 
That which the Deity to please ordain'd, 
Time used. The man who consecrates his houn 
By vig'rous effi>rt and an honest aim, 186 

At once he draws the sting of life and death ; 
lie walks with Nature, and her paths are peace. 

Our error's cause and cure are seen ! see next 
T/oe'i naturoi origin, imporlance. i\»eed > 190 
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And thy ^at gain from urging his career. — 
AU-sensual man, becanse untouched, unseen, 
He looks on time as nothing. Nothing elae 
Is truly man's ; Uis fortune's — Time's a god. 
Hast thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence ? 105 
For, or against, what wonders can he do ! 
And will : to stand blank neuter he disdains. 
Not on those terms was Tiifte (Heav'n's straogcor) Mnl 
Oi his important embassy to man. 
■ Lorenzo ! no > on the long destined hour, 900 

Frcnn everlasting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable hour of w<mdrous birth, 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent. 
And big with Nature, rising in his might, 
CalI'd forth creation (for then Time was bom) t05 
By Godhead streaming through a thousand woridi ; 
Not on those terms, frmn the great days of beRT*iw 
From old Eternity's mysterious orb 
Was Time cut off, jmd cast beneath the skies ; 
The skies, which watch him in his new abode, 310 
Measuring his motions by revolving spheres ; 
That horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his childmif 

pUy, 
Like nnm'rous wings, around him, as he flies : 
Or rather, as unequal plumes, they shape 215 

His ample pinions, swift as darted flame, 
To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest. 
And join anew Eternity his sire ; 
In his immutability to nest. 

When worlds, that count his cireles now, unhinged, 
(Fate the loud signal sounding) headlong rush 221 
To timeless night and chaos, whence they rose. 

Why spur the speedy ? why widi levities 
New-wing thy short, short ^xf% loo takvA^^^^ 
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Know^flt thou, or what thou dost, or what is done ? 

Man fliet from time, and time from man ; too soon 

In sad divorce this double flight must end ; 

And then where are we ? where, Lorenzo, then 

Thy sports, thy pomps ? I grant thee, in a state 

Not unambitious ; in the ruffled shroud, 390 

Thy Parian ton^^s triumphant arch beneath. 

"Has Death his fopperies f Then well may Life 

Put on her plume, and in her rainbow shine. 

• Te well array*d ! ye lilies of our laud ! 

Te lilies male! who neither toil nor spin, fOB 

(As sister lilies might) if not so wise 

As Solomon, more sumptuous to the sight ! 

Te delicate ! who nothing can support, 

Toorselves most insupportable ! for whom 

Hie winter rose must blow, the sun put on MO 

A brighter beam in Leo ; silky-soft 

Favonius breathe still softer, or be chid; . 

And other worlds send odours, sauce, ana song,' 

And robes, and notions, framed in foreign looms ! 

O ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem 245 

One moment unamused a misery 

Not made for feeble man ; who call aloud 

For ev'iy bauble drivell'd o'er by sense, 

For rattles and conceits of ev'ry cast ; * 

For change of follies and relays of joy, 250 

To drag your patient through the tedious length 

Of a short winter's day say, sages, say! 

Wit's oracles ; say, dreamers of gay dreams ; 
How will you weather an eternal night 
Where such expedients fail ? 25& 

O treach'rous C(»science! while she seems to 
sleep 
On rose and myrtle, lull'd with syren song ; 
WbQe she seems nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
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(Xi headlong appetite the slackenM rein. 
And give us np to license, unrecalPd, 2G0 

UnmarkM ; — see, from behind her secret stand, 
The sly informer minutes ev'ry fault. 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the gross act alone employs her pen : 
She reconnoitres Fancy*s airy band, 265 

A watchful foe ! the formids^le spy. 
Listening, o'erhears the whispers of our camp. 
Oar dawning purposes of heart explores. 
And steals our embryos of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious usurers conceal 270 

Their Doomsday-book from all-consuming heirs ; ^ 
Thus, with indulgence most severe, she treats 
Us ^ndthiifts of inestimable time ; 
Unnoted, notes each moment misapplied ; 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brass 275 
Writes our whole history, which Death shall read 
In ev^ry pale delinquent's private ear, 
And judgment publish ; publish to more worlds 
Than diis ; and endless age in groans resound. 
Lorenzo, such that sleeper in thy breast! 280 

Such is her slumber, and her vengeance such 
For slighted counsel,: such thy future peace! 
And think'st thou still thou canst be wise too soon? 

But why on time so lavish k my song ? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school, 285 
To teach her sons henelf. Each night we die ; 
Eauch mom are bom anew ; each day a life ! 
And shall we kill each day? If triffing kills. 
Sure vice must butcher. O what heaps of slain 
Ciy out for vengeance on us ! Time destroyed 290 
la suicide, where more than blood is spilt 
' Time flies, death urges, knells call, Heaiv^Yi mTiVm^ 
BeO ihreBteBB : all exerts ; in effort «\\\ 
3* 
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More than creation labours ! — labours morvtK^ *^ 

And is there in creation, wl^t, amidst 295 

This tumult universal, wingM despat^ 

And ardent energy, supinely yawns ?— 

Man sleeps, and man alone ; and man whose fate, ' 

I'ate irreversible, entire, extreme, 

Endless, hair-hung, breeze-shaken, o^er the gulf 300 

A moment trembles ; ^ops ! and man, for whom 

All niseis in alarm ; man,~ the sole cause 

Of this surrounding storm ! and yet he sleeps. 

As the storm rock'd to rest— Throw years away f 

Throw empires, and be blameless. Momenta sein, 

Heav^n^s on their wing : a moment we may wish, 

"When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day stand 

still; 
Bid him drive back his car, and re-import 
The period past, re-give the given hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want, 310 

Lorenzo— O for yesterdays to come ! 

Such is the language of the man awake ; 
His ardour such for what oppresses thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge. 315 

To-day is yesterday retum'd ; retum'd 
FuU-powerM to cancel, expiate, raise, adorn, 
And reinstate us on the rock of peace. 
Let it not share its predecessor's fate, 
Nor, like its eldest sisters, die a fool. 320 

Shall it evaporate in fume, fly off 
Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pourM ? 
., More wretched for the clemencies of Heav'n ? 

Where shall I find him ? Angels, tell me whera : 
You know him : he is near you : point him out 
SbaJJ J see glories beaming from \i\% Y^tovr , 
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Or trace his footsteps by the rising flowers ? 
Tour golden wings, now hov'ring o'er him, shed 
Protection ; now are waving in applause 3S0 

To that blest son of foresight ; lord of fate ! 
That awful independent on to-morrow ! 
"Whose work is done ; who triumphs in the pait ; 
Whose yesterdays look backward wi& a an^e ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly : 335 
That common but opprobrioiu lot ! Pftst hoai9» 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds our prospect by the grave. 
All feeling of futurity benumb'd; 
All god-like passion for eternals quench'd ; 340 
All relish of realities expired; 
Renounced all correspondence with the atdea : 
Our freedom chainM ; quite wingless our desire ; ^ 
In sense dark-prison*d all that ought to soar ; 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the dust ; 345 
Dismounted ev'ry great and glorious aim ; 
Embruted ev*iy faculty divine : 
Heart-buried in the rubbish of the world, 
The world, that gulf of souls, immortal souls. 
Souls elevate, angelic, wingM with fire 350 

To reach the distant skies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which shall not mourn their masters 

changed ; 
Though we from earth, ethereal they that fell. 
Such veneration due, O man, to man. 

Who venerate themselves the world despise. 355 
For what, gay friend, is this escutcheon*d world, 
Which hangs out death in one eternal night f 
A night, (hat glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, ia the shroud. 
Life's little stage is a small eminence, 360 ' 

Xudi-higb the grave above *, thK'.'ViOTive o^ tcaxu. 
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Where dwrells the multitude ; we gaie around ; 
We read their monuments ; we sig^h ; and while 
We sigh, we sink ; and are what we deplored; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot ! 36.*! 

Is death at distance f No : he has been on thee ; 
And giv'n sure earnest of hit final blow. 
Those hours which lately smiled, where are ihey 

now ? 
Pallid to thought, and ghastly ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing disembogues ! 370 
And, djing, they bequeathed thee small renom- 
The rest are on the wing : how fleet their iiigfat ! 
Already has the fatal train took fire ; 
A moment, and the world's blown up to tlil^ : 
'Die sun is darkness, and the stars are dust 375 
'Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours ; 
And ask them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welccune news. 
Their answers form what men experience call ; 
If Wisdom's friend, her best; if not, worst foe. 380 
O reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, 

• There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 

• The more our joy, the more wc know it vain ; 

• And by success are tutorM to despair.* 

Nor is it only thus, but must be so. 385 

Who knows not this, &ou^ S^y» ^^ still a child. 
Loose then from earth the grasp of fond desire. 
Weigh anchor, and some happier clime explore. 
Art thou so moor'd thou canst not disengage, ^ 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future scenes ? 390 
Since by Kfe's passing breath, blown up from earth. 
Light as die summer's dust, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again ; 
Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil, 
And uleep^ till Earth herself shall be no tnote \ 395 
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Since then (as emmets, their small world overthrown) 
We, sore amazed, from out Earth's mim crawl, 
And rise to fate extreme of fool or fair. 
As man's own choice, (controller of the ddet) 
As man's despotic will, peibaps one hoar, 40Q 

(O how omnipotent is time 1) decrees ; 
Sliould not each warning ghre a stronif aluin ? 
Warning, far less than ttat of bosom torn 
From bosom, bleeding o*er the sacred dead ; 
Should not each dial strike us as we pass, 40S 

Portentous, as the written wall which struck, 
O'er midnjght bowls, the proud Assyrian pale, 
Erewhile higfa-flush'd with insolence and wine.^ 
Like that the dial speaks, and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy banquet up : 410 

* O man ! thy kingdom is departing firam thee ; 
And, while it lasts, is emptier than my shade.' 
Its silent language such ; nor need'st thou call 
Thy magi to decipher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy walls ; 415 
Dost ask how .'* whence f Belshazzar-like amased! 
Man's make encloses the sure seeds of death ; 
Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurse devours. ^ ' 

But here, Lorenzo, the delusion lies ; 430 

That solar shadow, as it measures life, 
It life resembles too : Life speeds away 
From point to point, though seeming to stand still. 
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth : f 

Too subtle is the movement to be seen ; 425 

Yet soon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger ; gnomons, time ; 
As these are useless when the sun is set ; 
So those, but when more glorious reason shines. 
Reason should jud^re in all ; in leawm'a «|e, ASA 
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That sedentary shadow travels hard : 

But such our graTitatioa to the wrong, 

So prone our hearts to whisper what we wish, 

•Tis later with the wise than he's aware : 

A Wihnington goes slower than the sun; 435 

And all mankind mistake their time of daj ; 

£*en age itself. Fresh hopes are hourly sown, 

In furrowM brows. So gentle*s life's descent, 

MVe shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 

We take fair days in winter for tfie spring, 440 

And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft 

Man must compute that age he cannot fisel. 

He scarce believes he's older for his years : 

Thus at life's latest eve, we keep in store 

One disappointment sure, to crown the rest ; 445 

The disappointment of a promised hour. 

On this or similar. Philander, thou. 
Whose mind was moral as the preacher's tongue ; 
And strong, to wield all science, worth the name ; 
How often we talk'd down the summer's sun, 450 
And cool'd our passions by the breezy stream ! 
How often thaw'd and shorten'd winter's eve. 
By conflict kind, that struck our latent truth. 
Best found, so sought ; to the recluse more coy ! 
Thoughts disentangle, passing o'er the lip ; 455 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away, * 
Or kept to tie up nonsense for a fqpig ; 
Song, fashionably fruitless ; such s^ stains 
The fancy, and unhaUow'd passion fires. 
Chiming her saints toCytherea!s fane. 460 

Know'st thou, Lorenzo, what a friend contains ? 
As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flow'rt. 
So men from friendship, wisdom and delight ; 
Twins tied by Nature ; if they part they die. 
ISmttboa no friend to aet thy mand «\>toax^'^ Ai^ 
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Good sense will stagnate. Thoaghts shot up, wantair, 
And spoilj like bales unopen*d to tfie sun. 
Had thought been all, sweet speech had been denied: 
Speech, thought's canal ! speech, thought's criteria^ 

too! 
Thought in the mine may come forth gold or droat; 
When coinM in word, w« know its real worth: 471 
If sterling, store it for 617 future use ; 
'Twill buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thought, too, delivered, if the more possessed ; 
Teaching we leanif'^and giving we retain 475 

The Inrths of intellect ; when dumb, forgot. , 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire ; 
Speech burnishes our mental magazine ; 
Brightens for ornament, and whets for use. 
What numbers, sheath'd in erudition, lie 480 

Plunged to the hilts in venerable tomes. 
And rusted in ; who might have borne an edge^ 
And play'd a sprightly beam, if bom to speech ! 
If born blest heirs of half their mother's tongue ! 
*Tu thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate 
push 485 

Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned scum, 
And defecates the student's standing pooi * 
In contemplation is his proud resource ? 
'Tis poor, as proud, by converse unsostain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in contemplation's field ; 490 
Converse, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due restraint, and emotion's spur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals awed. > 
*Tis converse qualifies for solitude. 
As exercise for solitary rest : 495 

By that untntor'd, contempUtiao raves, 
And nature's fool by wisdom's is outdone. 
Wisdom, tbooeh richer than P«rKVVia\ii&ttn> 
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Afid jrwcctrr Ihan the sweet DmibroittitJ hive, 
Wh&t Is she but lh« means of happiness ?. 50(1 

bat iinobtaiti*d, than folly more a fool ; 
tlancholy fool, withoul her bcl!ij. 

LFrteiichihipf the means of ivisdofri, richly gii'es 

1^^ predcHis end which makes our irisdom wise. 
Bliture, in z«al for hiiDjan amity, 505 

lies or diutips an undivided joy. 

' Joy is an import ; joy i« on exchange ; 
Joy flies monopolists ; it calls for two : 
Rich fruit ! heav^n-plfintud f never pinck'd by one. 
Needful aiixiUarM arc our friends, to g^ve 510 

To social man trtie reH«b of himself. 
Full on our^f^lve^ 4(-'^e'iidk]i^ in a line, 
Pleaaure*8 bright beam is foeble in delight t 

|0De1ight interne ia taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleasures fire the breast 515 

f Celeilial happiness ! whenever ahc »toopa 
To visit earth, otiei sbriue Hie goddesa finds, 
And oae alone, to make licr sweet ainends 
For abieat heav'n — the bosom of a friend^ 
'Wlicre heart meets heart, I'cciprocally soft, 
Each other** pillow to repo3« divine. 

[Bevrare the counterfeit; in pa<»sion*s ftamc 
iearts melt, but melt like ice, soon harder ffozo. 
True love strikes root in reason, paiNuon*» foe \ 
Virtue alone entendcrs as for life : 52:5 

I wroiig; her rouch—^ntendert us for ever. 
Of fncnddhip's fiiircet fruits, the fruit most fair 
Ifl virtue kindling at a rival fire, 
And emulously rapid in her rvce. 
O the soft cmnity ! endearii^ strife t 530 

This carries friendship to her nooti-tide point, 
And ^ives the ri?et of eternity. 
From fncodship, whiohocitUvcsmy fgntier t] 
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- Glorious survivor of old time and death ! 
From friendship thus, that floK*r of beaWnlj seed, 
The wise extract earth's mostUyblean bliss, 536 
Superior wisdom, crown*d with smiliiifif joj, ^' 
But for whom blossoms this E^sian flower ? 
Abroad they find who cherish it at home. 
Lorenzo, pardon what my love extorts, 540 

An honest love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of Mlies fasten on the great. 
None clings more cA>8tinate &an fimcy fond. 
That sacred friendship is their easy prey. 
Caught by the waftnre of a golden lure, 645 , 

Or fascination of a high-bom smile. 
Their smiles, the great and the coquet throw out 
For ot*ier hearts, tenacious of their own ; 
And we no less of ours when such the bait 
Ye fortune^s cofferers ! ye pow'rs of wealth ! 550 
You do your rent-rolls most felonious wrong, 
By taking our attachment to yourselves. 
Can gold gain friendship P Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget 
Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 555 

Lorenzo, pride repress, nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 
All like the purchase, few the price will pay ; 
And this makes friends such miracles below. 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 560 
I show thee friendship delicate aa dear. 
Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Reserve will wound it, and distrust destroy ; 
Deliberate on all things with thy friend : 
But since friends grow not tUck on ev*ry bough, 
Nor ev*ry friend unrotten at tfie core ; 566 

First on thy friend deliberate with thyself; 
Pause, ponder, sift \ not ea^i Vol Vkuft ^kK<Mx 
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Nor jealous of the chosen : fixmg, fix : 
Judge before friendship, then confide till death. 570 
'^ Well for thy friend, but nobler fiir for thee. 
How gallant dai^er for earth's highest prise ! 
A friend is worth all hazards we can mn. 
* Poor is the friendless master of a world : 
A world in porchase for a friend is gain.* 575 

, So sung he, (angels hear that angel nng ! 
; Angels from friendship gather half their joy .*) 

So song Philander, as his friend went round 
, In the rich ichor, in the generous blood 
'> Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 580 

A brow solute, and erer-lau^ng eye. 
He drank long health and virtue to his friend ; 
His firtend ! who warm*d him more, who more in- 
spired; 
^ Friendship's the wine of lifef but firiendship new 
. {Not such was his) is neither strong nor pure. 585 
O .' for the bright complexion, cordial warmfli. 
And elevating spirit of a friend, 
For twenty summers ripening by my side ; 
All feculence of falsehood l<Mig thrown down ; 
All social virtues risii^ in his soul ; 590 

As ciystal clear, and smiling as they rise ! 
Here nectar flows ! it sparkles in our sight ; 
Rich to the taste, and genuine from the heart 
High-flai^ourM bliss for gods f on earth how ran ! 
On earth how lost .' — Philander is no more. 595 

Think'st thou the theme intoxicates my song ? 
Am I too warm ? — ^Too warm I cannot be. 
I loved him much, but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whose beanties languish, half conceal'd. 
Till mounted on the wing, their glossy plumes 600 
£xpandcd shine with azure, green, and gold ; 
How blessings brighten as they take their flight ! 
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His flight Philander took : his upward flight. 

If ever soul ascended. Had he dropt, 

(That eagle genius !) O had he let fall 006 

One feather as be flew, I then had wrote 

What friends might flatter, prudent foes forbear. 

Rivals scarce damn, ano^dlus reprieve. 

Yet what I can I must : it wece profane 

To quench a glory lifted at the skies, 610 

And cast in shadows his illustrious cUmc. 

Strange ; the theme most affecting, most sublime. 

Momentous most to man, should sleep unsung ! 

And yet it sleeps, by genius unawaked, 

Fainim or Christian, lb the blush of wit 615 

Man*s highest triumph, man*s profoundest fall, 

The death-bed of the just ! is yet undrawn 

By mortal hand ; it merits a divine : 

Angels should paint it, angels ever there ; 

There, on a post of honour and of joy. 620 

Dare I presume, then ? but Philander bids, 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls. 
Tet am I struck, as struck the soul beneatb 
Aerial groves* impenetrable gloom. 
Or in some mighty ruin's solemn shade, 635 

Or gazing, by pale lamps, on high-bora dust 
In vaults, thin courts of poor unflatterM kings. 
Or at the midnight altar's hallow*d flame. 
It is religion to proceed : I pause — 
And enter, awed, the temple of my fame. ' 630 
Is it his death-bed ? No ; it is his shrine : 
Jpehold him there just rising to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate 
Is privileged beyond the common walk 
Ofvirtuouslife, quite in the verge of heav*n. ^ 6S6 
Fly, ye profane ! if not, draw near with awe, 
Beceire the blesdbg, wii «idote ^<& ^\)j«S)R« 
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That threw in thi8 Belhesda your disease : 

Ifunrestoied by this, despair your cure ; 

For here resistless demonstration dwells : 640 

A death-bed's a detector of the heart 

Here tired dissimulation drops her mask 

Through life's grimace, that mistress of ^ scene ! 

Here real and apparent are ^be same. 

You see die man, yon see his hold on heav*n, 645 

If sound his virtue ; as Fliilander's sound. 

Heav*n waits not the last moment ; owns her friendff 

On this side death, and points them out to men ; 

A lecture silent, but of sovereign pow*r ! 

To vice confusion, and to virtue peace. . 650 

Whatever farce the boastful hero plays. 
Virtue alone has majesty in death, 
And greater still, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he severely frown'd on thee ; 
* No warning giv'n ! unceremonious fote ! 655 

A sudden rush from life's meridian joys ! 
A wrench from all we love ! from all we are ! 
A restless bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 
Beyond conjecture ! feeble nature's drbad ! 
Strong reason's shudder at the dark unknown ! 660 
A sun extinguished ! a just opening greve ! 
And, oh .' the last, last ; what f (can words expreiiy 
Thought reach it ?) the last— silence of a friend !' 
Where are those horrors, that amazement wherr. 
This hideous group of ills (which singly shock) 
Demands from man ? — I thought him man till- now. 

Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquish'd agonies, 
(Like the stars struggling thro' tiiis midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace ! 
Where the frail mortal ? the poor abject worm ? 670 
No, not in death the mortal to be finmd. 
His conduct is a legacy for all. 
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Richer than MammoD^s for his single heir. 
His c(Mnforters he comforts i great in rain, 
With uoreluctant grandeftr gives, not yields, 675 
His soul sublime, and' closes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the scen« ! 
Whence this brave bound o*er limits fixt to man ? 
His God sustains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brings glorj to his Grod ! 680 

Man's glory Heay*n vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ! mixt tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement strikes ! devotion bursts to flame ! 
Ohnstians adore .' and infidels believe. 

As some tall towV, or lofty mountain's brow, 686 
Detains the sun illustrious, from its height. 
While rising vapours and descending shades, 
With damps and darkness drown the spacious vale, 
Undampt by doubt, undarken*d by despair. 
Philander thus augustly rears his head, 690 

At that black hour which gen'ral horror sheds 
On the low level of th* inglorious throng : 
Sweet peace, and heav*nly hope, and humble joy^ 
Divinely beam on his exalted soul ; 
Destruction gild, and crown him for the skies, 69£L 
With incommunicable lustre bright 
4* 



THE COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT III. 

NARCISSA. 

Ignoscenda qoidem, sdrent si ignotcere manes. 

Irueribed to her Grace ihe Duchess qfP 



FROM dreams, where thought in ftincy'a maxe 
runs mad 
To reason, that heav*n-ligfated lamp in man. 
Once more I wake ; and at the destined hour. 
Punctual as lovers to the moments sworn, 
I keep my assignation with my wo. 5 

O ! lost to virtue, lost to manly thought, 
Lost to the noble sallies of the soul ! 
Who think it solitude to be alone. 
Ck)mmunion sweet ! communion large and faigfaf 
Our reason, guardian angel, and our God \ 10 

Then nearest these, when others most remote ; 
And all, ere long, shall be remote but these. 
How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 
A strai^r ! unacknowledged ! unapproved ! 
Now woo them, wed them, bind them to Ihy breast ; 
To win diy wish, creation has no more. 16 

Or if we wish a fourth, it is a friend. 

But friends, how mortal ! dangerous the desire. 

Take Phoebus to yourselves, ye basking bards ! 
JoehtisAi at iair Fortuoe^s {otrntaiik-hftad v 20 
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And reeling through the wilderness of J07, 
Where sense runs savage, broke from reason*s chain, 
And sings felsc peace, till smother'd bj the pall. 
M7 fortune is unlikef unlikc^niy song, 
Unlik^the deity my song invokes. 25 

I to Day^s sou-eyed sister pay my court, 
(Endymion*s rival) and her aid implore ; 
Now first implored in succour to the muse. 
Thou, who»didst lately borrow Cynthia's* form, 
And modestly forego thine own ! O thou, 30 

Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, inspire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia, patroness of song f 
As thou her crescent, she thy character 
Assumes, still more a goddess by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare dispute 35 
This revolution in the world inspired f 
Te train Iberian ! to the lunar sphere, 
In silent hour, address your ardent call 
For aid immortal, less her brother's right. 
She witli the sj^eres harmonious nightly leads 40 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain ; 
A strain for gods, denied to mortal ear. 
Transmit it heard, thou silver queen of heav'n ! 
What title or what name endears thee most f 
Cynthia ! Cyllene ! Phoebe I—or dost hear 45 

With higher gust, fair P d oi the dues f 

Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down, 
Moie powerful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come, biit from heav'nly banquets with thee bring 
The soul of song, and whisper in mine ear 50 

The theft divine ; or in propitious dreams 
(For dreams are thine) transfuse it thro* the breatt • 
Of thy first votary — but not thy last, 

*At{he Duke qfJ^orfMz mM){u«rade. 
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If, like thy natnesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be, kind on such a theme ; 65 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme, 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul 
'Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp 60 
Than that which smote me from Philander*8 tomb. 
Narcissa follows ere his tomb is closed. 
Woes cluster ; rare are solitary woes ; 
They love a train ; they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that started from my lids for him ; 66 
Seizes the faithless alienated tear, 
Or shares it ere it falls. So frequent deafli. 
Sorrow he more than causes ; he confounds ; 
For human sighs his rival stn^es contend, 70 

And make distress distraction. O Philander ! 
What was thy fate ? a double fate to me ; 
Portent and pain ! a menace and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hov'ring o^er my peace. 
Not less a bird of omen than of prey. 75 

It calPd Narcissa long before her hour : 
It callM her tender soul by break of bliss. 
From the first blossom, from the buds of joy ; 
Those few our noxious fate unblasted leaves 
In this inclement clime of human life. 80 

Sweet Harmonist ! and beautiful as sweet ! 
And young as beautiful ! and soft as young ! 
And gay as soft ! and innocent as gay ! 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! 
For fortune fond had built her nest on high. 85 

I^ike birds, quite exquisite of note and plume, 
TransfixM by fate, (who loves a lofty mark,) 
How from the summit of the grove she fell. 
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And left it nnhannonioas ! all its charm 
ExtinguiahM in the wonders of her song ; 90 

Her song still Tibrates in my ravishM ear, 
Still melting there, and with Tolaptooos pain 
(0 to forget her .') thrilling through my heart ! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group 
Of bright ideas, flowers of paradise, 95 

As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and present it to the skies, as all 
We guess of heiv*n ; and diese were all her own ; 
And she was mine ; and I was— was ! — most blest — 
Gay title of the deepest mispxy ! 100 

As bodies grow more ponderous robb*d of life. 
Good lost wei^s more in grief than gain'd in joy. 
Like blossomM trees o^ertum^d by vernal storm. 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death still lovely, lovelier there, 105 

Far lovelier I Pity swells the tide of love. 
And will not the severe excuse a sigh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is ashamed to weep ; 
Our tears indulged, indeed deserve our shame. 
Ye that e*er lost an angel, pity me ! 110 

Soon as the lustre languish*d in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight. 
And on her cheek, the residence of spring, 
Pale omen sat, and scatter*d fears around 
On all that saw (and who would cease to gaze 115 
That once had seen ?) with haste, parental haste, 
I flew, I snatched her from the rigid north. 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the sun : the sun 
(As if the sun could envy) check'd his beam, 120 
Denied his wonted succour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping than the bells 
Of lilies j fairest lilies, not so Can \ 
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Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives ! 125 
In mcwn and evening dew your beauties ba&e, 
And drink the sun which gives your cheeks to glofr» 
And out^blush (mine excepted) ev'iy fair ; 
Tou gladlier grew, ambitioas of her hand, 
Which often cropt your odours, incense meet ISO 
To thought so pure. Ye lovely fugitives I 
Coeval race with man ; for man you smile ; 
Why not smile at him too ? You share, indeed* 
His sudden pass, but not his constant pain. 

So man is made, nought ministers delight, 135 
But what his glowing passions can engage ; 
And glowing passions, bent on aught below. 
Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the scale ; 
And anguish after rapture, how severe ! 
Rapture! bold man! who tempts the wrath divine. 
By plucking fruit denied to mortal taste, . 141 

Whilst here, presuming on the righu of Heav*n. 
For transport dost thou call on ev^y hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend^s expense be wise : 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart ; 
A broken reed at best ; but di a spear : 146 

On its sharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 

Turn, hopeless thought ! turn from her : — Thought 
repell'd 
Resenting rallies, and wakes ev*ry wo. 
Snatched e'er thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! 150 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, smiled ! 
And when high-flavour'd thy fresh op'ning joys ! 
And when blind man pronounced thy bliss complete! 
And on a foreign shore, where strangers wept ! 
Strangers to thee, and, more surprising still, 155 
Strangers to kindness, wept Their eyes let foil 
Inhuman tears ! strange tears ! that trickled down 



NARCISSA. 47 

From maible hearts ! obdurate tenderness ! 

A tendemeae that callM them more seTere, 

In spite of naturals soft persuasion steePd ; IGO 

While nature melted, superstition rared ! 

T*hat moum*d the dead, and this denied a grave. 

Their sighs incensed ; sighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will the tiger suck*d, outraged the stonn : 
For, citk I die cursed ungodliness of zeal ! 16S 

While sinful flesh relented, spirit nursed- 
In blind in&llibility*s embrace. 
The sainted spirit petrified the breast. 
Denied the charity of dust to spread 
O'er dust ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 170 

What could I do ? what succour ? what resource f 
With pious sacril^e a grave I stole ; 
Witli impious piety that grave I wroi^;'d : 
Short in my duty, coward in my grief ! 
More like her murderer than friend, I crept 175 
With soft suspended step, and muffled deep 
In midnight darkness, whispered my last sigh. 
I whisper*d what should echo through their realms : 
Nor writ her name, whose tomb should pierce the 

skies. i 

Presumptuous fear ! how durst I dread her foes, 180 
While nature's loudest dictates I obeyed f 
Pardon necessity, blest shade ! of grief 
And indignation rival bursts I pour*d ; 
Half execration mingled with my prayer ; 
Kindled at man, while I his God adored : 18S 

Sore grudg*d the savage land her sacred duitf 
StampM the cursed soil ; and with humanity 
(Denied Narcissa) wish'd them all a grave. 

Glows my resentment into guilt ? what guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead f 190 

The dead how sacred .' mcred is tha du«l 
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Of this beav'n-labour'd fonni erect, divijie ! 
This heav^ii<^«iuiDed, majestic^ robe of «arth 
He de]g'a*d to we&Ti who hun^ the va^t cxpajua 
With aiure bright, and clolbe^d tlie mn in gold, 19$ 
When ev'ry passion teleepa that can ofTtind ; 
When strikes us ev'ry motive that can melt ; 
Wbf^n man can ivreak)iia rmcoLtr uncrnilrolM, 
That strongest curb on insult and ill- will ; 
Then, apleeti to dust ! the duat of ianoceiicef 
An angers duitt l This Lucifer transcends , 
When he contended ibr the Patriarch^s bones, 
'Twas not the strife of mahce^ but of pride ; 
The strife of pontiff pridftt not pontiff |^IL 

Far lesa than thia h shocking to a race 205 

Most wretched, hut from streams of mutual love, 
And uncreated* but for love divine ; 
And, but for love divine ^ this moment loat, 
By fate resorb'd, and sunk in endleiJS night. 
Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 2] 
Mo3t horrid ! 'mid stupc^ndous, highly strange I 
Yet oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs i 
Pride brandiiibea the favours he confers, 
And contumelious hi a humanity' : 214 

What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye atan 1 
And Ihou^ pale moon ! turn paler at the sound ; 
Man is to nukit the iOTCtftf surest ill. 
A previous blast foretells the rising storm ; 
OVrwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcanoes bellow ere they discmbogiw ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jawB devour ; 
And smoke hetrays the wide-consuming firC! : 
Ruin from man is most conceaPd whexi near* 
And send? the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy ? would it were I 
HeavVi Sovereign saves all bein^ but himeelfT 
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That hideous sight, a naked himnn heart 

Fired is the muse f and let the muse be fired t 
'Who not inflamed, when what he speaks he feels, 
And in the nenre most tender, in his friends f 230 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes ; 
He felt the troths I sing, and I in him : 
But he nor I feel more. Past ills, Narcissa ! 
Are sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart ! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangi ; 
Pangs num'rouf as the numerous ills that swami'd 
O^er thy distinguished fate, and clustering there. 
Thick as the locust on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 240 

How was each circumstance with aspics arm*d ? 
An aspic each, and ail an hydra wa 
What strong Herculean virtue could rafiice ?-— 
Or is it virtue to be conquered here ? 
This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews, 24S 

And each tear mourns its own distinct distress ; 
And each distress, distinctly moum*d, demands 
Of grief still more, as heighten'd by tlic vi^le. 
A grief like this proprietors excludes ! 
Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 250 

They make mankind the mourner ; cany sighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wmg her way. 
And turn the gayest thought of gayest age 
Down the right channel, through the vale of death. 
The vale of death ! that hush'd Cimmerian vale. 
Where darkness brooding o'er unfinishM fates, 256 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day. 
(Dread day !) that interdicts all future change ! 
That subterranean world, that land of ruin ! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought ! 2^ 
There let my tliought e!Lpa^«te, and eiLTg\oT^ 
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Balsamic truths and Lcaling aeatuneats, 

Of all most wanted, and moat welcome here. 

For gay Lorenxo^a sake, and for xhy owm. 

My soul ; *■ The fruita of dyln^ friends auircy { 265 

Expose the vam of life ; wei^ life and de&th ; 

Give death his eulogy : tliy fear eubdue ; 

And labour that dnt palm of nobte nunds, 

A manly scorn of terror from the tomb.' 

This harvest reap from thj Narcissa*! grave. 2W 
As poet<i feignM^ from Ajan'' streaming blood 
Arose, with grief inacrib'd, a moamfiil dow% 
Let wiidom blosMm fmm my mortal wound. 
And firii, of d>Hng fd*!jids ; ^"hat fruit from tlicte ? 
Itbrtnga us more tlian triple aid^ au aid 27S 

Tq rhftse our ihoug^httcHdnesSf fear^ pride, and gvilt 
Our dying friend* come o'er us, like a cloud, 
To dump our brainless ardourt, and abate 
That f;;! are of life which often blinds the wise. 
^ Our dying friends arc pionctr?, to smooth 2S0 

Our nigg«d paths lo death -, to break those bars 
Of terror and abhorrence nature throws 
Cross OUT obBtrticted way, and thus to make 
Welcome, as safe, our pout from ev*ry storm. 
Each friend by fate snatcird from us i^ a plimie 385 
Plucked from the wing- of human vanity, 
WTiich makes us stoop from our aerial heights, 
And dampM with omen of our own decease. 
On drooping piniont of ambition lowered, 
Just skim earth's surface ere w<> break it up, 
O'er putrid earth to scratch a little dust 
And save the world a ntttsance. Smitten frieai 
Arc auj^cla, sent on errands full of love; 
For ui thfey languish, and for us they die : 
And ihail they laitgui<th» ahali llaty dk , io v^imJ t, 
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Which wait the rerolutioii in our hearts? 
Shall we disdain their silent, soft, address. 
Their ppsdumous advice, and pioas prayV 
Senseless, n herds diat graze- their hallow'd graves, 
Tread onder foot tiieir agonies and groans ; 301 
Frustrate their an|piish, and destroy their deaths f 

Lorenzo ! no ; tha thought of death indulge ; 
dive it its wholesome empire ! let it reign. 
That kind chastiscr of thy soul in joy ; 305 

Its reign will spread diy glorious conquests fiu*. 
And still the tumults of Ay raffled breast 
Auspicious era! golden dajrs begin! 
The thought of death shall, like a god, inspire. 
And why not think on death P Is lile the theme 310 
Of ev*ry thought ? and wish of ev'iy hour ? 
And song of ev'ry joy? Surprising truth ! 
The beaten spaniers f(xidness not so strange. 
To wave the numerous ills that seize on life 
As their own property, tiieir lawful prey; 315 

Ere man has measured half his weaiy stage, 
His luxuries have left bim no reserve. 
No maiden relishes, unbroachM delights ; 
On cold-served repetitions he subsists. 
And in the tasteless present chews die past ; 320 
Disgusted chews, and scarce can swallow down. 
Like lavish ancestors, his earlier years 
Have disinherited his future hours, 
Which starve on orts, and glean their former field. 

Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — shocking thought ! 325 
So shocking, they who wish disown it too ; 
Disown from shame what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor see the light ! 
For what live ever here? — ^with laboring step 
To tread ortr former footsteps? pace the tovoxd ^!3S^ 
Eternal ? to ck'mb lifo'a worn bcavy vrW^ 
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Ni^lit III. 
Whith draxva tip ooihing utw^ lo beat, and beat 
Tlie bHR»lt3n track? to bid each Wivtt'hed day 
The fcjroMJr mock? to surfeit on the aamCf 
And jawn our jovs i' or tbiuik a misery 
For Lhangro, thouj^h sad? to nee what we have m 
HiMr, till unheard, the aaiue old ^lablMi^d talc ? 
To ta-%te Ihe lastt^J, and at cath reluj-n 
Less tailcAil ? o'er our palsies to decant 
Atmihcr vintage ? atretiu a flatter year, t 

Through loaded Yessets, and a laxer tone ? 
Craiy machiieii to g^d carth^i wasted fruits ! 
Ill ground, and worse concocted ! load, not life I 
The rational foul kennels of excf^ss ! 
StiLl-itreaimng thuroughfaneB ofduU debauch I 34S 
Trembling e^ch ^nl^^ Ifist 6^th should en&lch tht 
bowL 

Such of our line onea ia the wish reEnedl 
So would they have it : elegant desire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing italla and wilds ? 
But such ex.tiTnplc9 might tlieir riot awe. 
llirough want of virtue, tliat i.i, want of tbouE^ht, 
(Tho' OQ hrig^ht thoug;l»t they father all theij* flights)' 
To what are th*'y rcducrd ! to love and hate 
The same I'oin world ^ to censure and espotuM 
Tlu8 painted shrew of life, who calls ilifm fool 355 
Each (iwment of cnch dtiy ; to flatter bad 
Through dread of vFOrse*, to cling to this rude rock, 
Barren, to them, of good, and shai-p with ills. 
And hourly blackr.n''d with iTtipendin|i; storms. 
And infsuiioiift far wrctks nf human hope — - 3i 

Scared at the j^loomy ^nlt that yawns beneath. 
Such arc their triumphs ! such their pangs ofpj ' 

'Tis time, high time, to whiA this di!>mal scene. 
This hMgH;'d, tliis hideous ilat<s what art can cure ? 
One only { but that one ivhtLt all may ixach ; 
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Virtue— she, wonder-woridng goddess! clftnni 

That rock to bloom, and tames the painted shrew; 

And, what will mom surprise, Lorenzo ! gives 

To liie*8 sick nauseous iteration, change ; 

And straitens nature's circle to a line. 370 

Heliev*st thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, 

A patient ear, thon*k blush to disbelieve. 

A languid leaden iteration reigns, 
And ever must, o'er those whose joya are jojrt 
Of sight, smell, taste. The cuckoo-seasons sing 375 
The same dull note to such as nothing prize^ 
}]tit what those seasons, from the teeming earth, 
Tu doating sense indulge. But nobler minds, 
'Which relish fruits unripen'd by the sun. 
Make their days various, various as the dyes 380 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence possess'd. 
On lighten'd minds that bask in virtue's beams. 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In that for which \hey long, for which they live. 385 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope, 
Kach rising morning sees still higher rise ; 
Kach bounteous dawn its novel^ presents 
To wortli maturing, new strength, lustre, fime ; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot>wheel 390 

Rolling beneath their elevated aims. 
Makes their fair prospect fairer ev'ry hour; 
Advancing virtue in a line to bliss ; 
Virtue which Christian motives best inspire ! 394 
And bliss, which Christian schemes alone ensure ! 

And shall we then, for virtue's sake, conmience 
A j>08tates ? and turn infidels for joy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer trust, 
* He sins against this life, who slights the next.' 
What is this life? bow few \Sq«)x isxVtv\]i&Ws<H\ ^S^ 
5* 
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Fond in Ihc dark, and blind iii our embrace, 

By puakonaieil> lovmg life^ wp. make 

Loved life unlovflyi hug^in^ her lo death. 

We give to time «teiiiity*s tegard. 

And, di«JUiiing| take mir passage for our port. 

Life k'djs no vduc as an end, but nicana ; 

An end ek'plonibk' I el mfniie divitiu ! 

When 'tia our ull, Via iiotkif>pi worse llian nought ; ^ 

A nrst of jiains; when held ^s ncthing, much. 

Like scxiie fuir huii]^-ijjit», lifi^ i'tmcist ^njoy'd 410 

When courted lea'it ; most woiili, whun disestcera'd i 

Tbfo 'tiH the seat of comfiirl, rich in [x-ace ; 

In pra«:peLt richer fiir; mqioiiimt! awfuK' ^^ 

Not la be nientionM but w,ilh ^liout^ of praiftc! ^|| 

Not to he (LhcRig;ht on hut witii tidea af joy 1 415 

The mighty basis of ctcninl bti**.* 

Whew now the barren rock? the painted »hrcw? 
Wile re now, Lorento, life^a elt^mal round? 
Have I not made ray trijile promise g:ood ? 
Vain is (he vrorldi but only to the vain- 
To what ciimpare we then (hiss varjing' £ceae, 
Whose worth arubi^cuii rlse^ and dec lineal 
Wai.e4 and wanes? (Ju aU| propidoua Night 
A&sitts mc here) compare it to the moon; 
Bark in hor^elf, and indigent ; but rich 
In borrowed luistre from a higher sphere* 
'^Vlien gross guilt inlRrposea, laboring earth, 
0^eriihadow*d| inoums a dticp et lipsc of jo) ; 
Her joy*, at brig^hlest, palUd to Uiat font 
Of full effulgent glory whence tliey flow. 

Nor 18 that glory distatit. O Lorenio^ 
A good man and an an^el! these between 
How thin the barrier i what divides their late? 
Perliapa a moment, or pcrliap*! a year; 
Or if an age, it is a moment stilt ; 
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A moment, or etenuty*8 forgot. 

Then be what once they were who now are gods ; 

Be what Philander was, and claim the tkiea. 

Starts timid nature at the gloomy pass? 

The soft transition call it, and be cbeer'd. 440 

Such it is often, and why not to tiiee ? 

To hope the best is pious, brave, and wise ; 

And may itself procure what it presomes. 

Life is much flatter'd, death is much traduced; 

Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. , 44S 

* Strange competition !* — ^Tme, Loremo, strange ! 

So little life can cast into the scale. 

Life makes the soul dependent on the dust; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the spheres. 
Thro* chinks, styled organs, dim life peeps at light ; 
Death bursts th* involving cloud, and all is day; 451 
All eye, all ear, ^e disembodied p0w*r. 
Death has fcign*d evils nature shall not feel ; 
Lite, ills substantial, wisdom cannot shun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that son of Heav*n, 455 
By tyrant Life dethroned, imprisoned, pain'd.^ 
By death enlarged, ennobled, deified ? 
Death but entombs the body, life tiie soul. 

* Is death then guiltless f bow he marks his way 
^ith dreadful waste of wliat deserves to shine! 4fiO 
Art, genius, fortune, elevated pow*r; 
With various lustres these light up the world. 
Which death puts out, and darkens human race.' 
I grant, Lorenzo, this indictment just : 
The sage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 465 
Death humbles these ; more barbarous life the man. 
Life is the triumph of our mould*ring clay ; 
Death of the spirit infinite ! divine ! 
Death has no dread but what frail life imparts ; 
Nor life true joy but what kiad deatb Vm^gicvie%. An% 
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No bliss has life to boast, till death can give 
Far greater. Life's a debtor to the grave ; 
Dark lattice! letting in eternal day ! 

Lorenzo, blush at fondness for a life 
Which sends celestial souls on errands vile, 47S 
To cater for the sense, and serve at boards 
Where ev'rj ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, justly claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feast ! a soul, a soul immortal. 
In all the dainties of a bitite bemircd ! 480 

Lorenio, binsh at terror for a death 
Which gives thee to repose in festive bow'rs, 
Where nectars sparkle, angels minister. 
And more than angels share, and raise, and crown, 
And eternise, the birth, bloom, bursts of bliss. 485 
What need I more? O death, the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, death ! thy dreaded harbingers, 
Age and disease ; disease, though long my guest. 
That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of life; 
Which, plucked a little more, will toll the bell 490 
That calls my few friends to my funeral ; 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
Wliile reason and religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant Death is victory ; 495 
It binds in chains the raging ills of life : 
Lust and ambition, wrath and avarice, 
Dra^M at his chariot-wheel, applaud his pow*r. 
That ills corrosive, cares importunate. 
Are not immortal too, O death, is thine. 500 

Our day of dissolution ! — name it right, 
'Tis our great pay-day : 'tis our harvest, ricli 
And ripe. What tho' the sickle, sometimes keen. 
Just scars us as we reap the golden grain ? 504 

More than thy balm, O GVleadl bAal« the wound. 
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Birth's feeble cry, and death^s deep dismal groen. 
Are slender tributes lofT-taxM nature pe}'8 
For mighty gain ; the gain of each a life ! 
But O ! the last the former so transcends, 509 

Life dies ccnnpared ; life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, death, no joy trom thought of thee ? 
Death, the great counsellor, who man inspires 
With eveiy nobler thought and fairer deed ! 
Death, the deliverer, who rescues man ! 
Death, the rewarder, who the rescued croims ! 615 
Death, that absolves my birth, a cune widiovt il! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares, 
Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy; 
Joy's source and subject still subsist unhurt ; 52d 
One in my soul, and one in her great sire, 
Tho«]gh the four winds were warring for my dust 
Vns, and from winds and waves, and central night. 
Though prison'd there, my dust too I reclaim, 634 
(To dust when drop proud Nature's proudest spheres) 
And live entire. Death is the crown of life : 
Were death denied, poor man would live in vain : 
Were death denied, to live would not be life : 638 
Were death denied, e'en fools would wish to die. 
Death wounds to cure ; we fall, we rise, we reign ! 
Spring from our fetters, fasten in the skies, 
Where blooming Eden withers in our sight ; 632 
Death gives us inore than was in Eden lost 
, This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When shall I die to vani^, pain, death? 
When shall I die f— when shall I live for ever? 
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THE CHRISTIAN TEItmPH. 

ne: the only Cure for the Fear of Death ; 
and pro{Nir Seiitiments of HeucK oa that incsti- 
fnabb Blessing. 



Tnscrihcd to the Honc-urable Mr. Yorke. 



A MUCH-indebteH muse, O Yorkfi ! iDtrudes. 
Amtdl the imth» of Corhkne and of youth, 
Thine ear li patient of a serious mn^. 
How deep implanted in the brrast of raan 
Th*; dread of dealh I I sing; iis *ovVc'igTi cure. 5 

*' Why start at death? where is he * death arrived 
Is pastr not come^ or |?one, he's never hf^re. 
Krehope^ st^nsatinn fails i blaek-brxJing; nvin 
Receives, not suffers, d*::ath*s. iremendwi* blow. 9 
The knolU the f^hraud, the mattotk, .uid ihe grave; 
The deep damp vaiik, t}i*! darkness, and the womi { 
Thewi are the biig;ljenri< of a winter's *?ve| 
The trrroiraof the hviriE^, not the de^d. 
Imagination's rbol, and €r^or^? wretch, 
Man rnalie^ a death which nature never nrnde; 15 
Then on the point of his own fait< y fall*, 
And feel* a thatiiamd deaths in fegiriiig oUiB. 
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Bat were death frightfal, what has age to fear 
If prudent; age should iMet the friendly foe, 
And shelter in his hospitable gloom. SO 

I scarce can meet a monument but holds 
My younger ; ev'iy date cries — * Come away.' 
And what recalls me f Look the world around. 
And tell me what : the wisest cannot tell. 
Should any bom of woman give his thought 25 

Full range on just dislike's unbounded field ; 
Of things, the vanity; of men, the flaws; 
Flaws in the best; the many, flaw all o'er; 
As leopards spotted, or as Ethiops daric ; 
Vivacious ill ; good dying immature ; 90 

(How immature, Narcissa's marble tells f) 
And at its death bequeathing endless pain; 
His heart, though bold, would sicken at the sight. 
And spend itself in sighs for future scenes. 

But grant to life (and just it is tojMnt 35 

To lucky life) some perquisites of joy; 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, 
Lcng-rifled life of sweet can yield no more. 
But from our comment on the comedy. 
Pleasing reflections on parts well sustained, 40 

Or purposM emendations where we fail'd, 
Or hopes of jplaudits from our candid Judge, 
Wlicn, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe. 
Toss Fortune back her tinsel and her plume, 
And drop this mask of flesh behind the scene. 45 

With me that time is come ; my world is dead ; 
A new world rises, and new manners reign. 
Foreign comedians, a spruce band ! arrive 
To push me from the scene, or hiss me there. 
What a pert race starts up ! the strangers gaze, SO 
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown ^ 
Wor that the worst. AVv mt\ ^<6 dia^ «^^\. 



m THE CC3^IPLAINT. Ni-^.^ 

Of loif ring here, of death defrauded long ; 
Of old so gracious (and let that suffice) 
My very master knows me not 

Shall I dare say, peculiar is the fate ? 
I've been so long rem«nberM, Pm forgot 
An object ever pressing dims the sight. 
And Udcs behind its ardour to be seen. 
IVben in his coortiers* ears I pour my plaint, 
Hiey drink it as the nectar of the great. 
And sqneexe n^hand, and beg me come to>raorR> 
Refusal! canst thou wear a smoother fonn? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme ; 
Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death. 
Twice told the period spent on stubborn Troy, 
Court-favour, yet untaken, I besiege ; 
Ambition*s ill-judged effort to be rich. 
Alas ! ambition makes my little less, 
Imbitt'ring the possessM. "Why wish for more ? 
Wishing, of all employments, is the worst ! 
Philosophy's reverse, and health's decay ! 
Were I as plump as stalPd Thcolog)*, 
Wishing would waste me to this shade ag?/m. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-sea dream. 
Wishing is an expedient to be poor. 
Wishing, that constant hectic of a fool. 
Caught at a court, purged off by purer air 
And simpler diet, gifts of rural life ! 

Blest be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at rest beneath this humble shed. 
The world's a stately bark, on dangerous seas 
1\nth pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril : 
Here, on a single plank, thrown safe ashorr, 
I hear the tumult of the distant throng 
As that of seas remote, or dying storms. 
And meditate on scenes more aWeaX «VxVV\ 
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Panne 1117 theme, and %ht the fear of death. 

Here, like a shepherd grazing from his hut, 

Toochiog his reed, or leaning on his staff, 90 

Eager ambition's fiery chase I see ; 

1 see the circling hunt of noisy men 

Burst law*8 enclosure, leap the mounds of right. 

Pursuing, and pursued, each other's prey; 

As wolves for rapine, as the fox for wiles, 95 

Till death, that mighty hunter, earths diem all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hoar? 
What though we wade in wealth or scwr in £u». 
Earth's highest station ends in ' Here he lies ;' 
And * Dust to dust,' concludes her noblest song. 
If this song lives, posterity shall know 
One, though in Britain bom, with courtiers bred. 
Who thought e'en gold might come a day too late," 
Nor on his subtle death-bed plann'd his scheme 
For future vacancies in church or itato, 105 

Some avocation deeming it— to die ; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 
Guilt's blunder! and the loudest laugh of Hell. 

O my coevals ! remnants of yourselves ! 
Poor human ruins tottering o'er the grave ! 110 
Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling. 
Still more enarooor'd of this wretched soil ? 
Shall our pale wither'd hands be still stretcfa'd out* 
Trembling, at once, with eagerness and age? 115 
With av'rice, and convulsions, grasping hard ? 
Grasping at air ! for what has earth beside ? 
Man wants but little, nor tiiat little long : 
How soon must he resign his very dust. 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 130 

Years unexperienced rush on numerous ills; 
And soon as man, expert from timfi, Yi«a lcran\ 
6 



THK COMPLAINT. Night IV. 
%t k«y of lifct it opM the gates of death. 

When in liiis vnle of yeftra I backvrard look. 
And miA^ «uch numbers, numbers tcto, of fmchi 1S5 
Firmi'r in health » and i^^ncr to ih^ir age. 
And alricter ou lh<*ir guard, and titter far 
To plar lif<?',s subtle etune, I acarce beLieTe 
I sfiW survive. And nin 1 fond of litV, 
Who Krarce can think it po^tiblo I livef 190 

Alive b>' miracle I or, what ia oext, 
, Alive by Mead ! If i aip still alive, 
I Who long have boried what givf* life to live, 
' ' Firmneis of nenu, and ennrgy of thought. 
hUe*M lee \i not mt»e shallow than Impiirc 135 

And vapid ; »i?n!«e and reascxi ihovr i\m door, 
Call for my bier, and point mi+ to thf du'st. 

O thou ^reat Arbitt-r of life md death I 
j Nature'* inuiiortal, immaterial sun I 
Whose all-prolilic beam late calPd me forth 140 
From darkness, teeming durkni'sSi wher* I lay 
The viovrn's inferior ; tindi in rank, be})ea(h 
Thfl du*t I troad on i high to bear my brow. 
To drink tlie «pirit of the g;oldeii day, 
•'C.I And triumph in existence ; and couldi«t know 14S 
No motive but my bU^s ; and ha'«t ordainM 
A rise ui bteasiug; ! with the Patriarch's joy 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown : 
I tru»l in thee, and know in whom I tni^t ; 
Or life or death ii equal ; neither weiirhs ; 150 

All weight in thi^^M) l«t me live to Ihec.!' 

Though Waturc^a terrors thus ma^ be rciprcit, 
Still frowns grim death; guilt poinl"? the t\rant*s 

spear. 
And whence all human g^oiU f From death forgot 
Ah me I too long I j»et at nouji^ht the swarm 155 
Of friendly warnings which aitmnd nw flew. 
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And smiled unsmitten. Small my cause to smile ; 
Death's admonitions, like shafts upwards shot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They strike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it stings ; 161 
Who can appease its anguish ? how it bums ! 
lYfaat hand the barb'd, enrenomM thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
And turn my sight undaunted on the tomb ? 165 

With joy, — with grief, that healing hand I see : 
Ah ! too conspicuous ! it is fix'd on high. 
On high ? — ^what means my phrensy ? I blasf^eme; 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the skies ! 
The skies it formed, and now it bleeds for me — 170 
But bleeds the balm I want — ^yet still it bleeds ! 
Draw the dire steel — ah no ! the dreadful blessing 
What heart or can sustain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail supports 
The falling universe : that gone, we drop; 175 

Horror receives us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been smotherM in her birth — 
Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dust ; 
When stars and sun are dust beneath his throne ! 
In heav*n itself can such indulgence dwell ? 180 
O what a groan was there ! a groan not his : 
He seized our dreadful right, ^tte load sustained. 
And heaved the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thousand worlds so bought, were bought too dear; 
Sensations new in angels* bosoms rise, 185 

Suspend their song, and make a pause in bliss. 

O for their song to reach my lofty theme ! 
Inspire me. Night ! with all thy tuneful spheres, 
Much rather thou who dost these spheres inspire ! 
Whilst I with seraphs share seraphic themes, 190 
And show to man the (\vs;alty q£ inaxi. 
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Lest I blaspbeme mj subject wilh my song'. 
Shall Ptajan pafes g^low celestial flame, 
And Christian kriipjJsh ? On our hearts, not heeila, 
FaUi Ihe foul jMoiny. My hewri, &v%'^c : 195 

Wliat cau awake tlieCi nnavvaknd by this^ 
* Eippnded Deity on human vvcaJ ?' 
Feel die great trulhs i^hich buj-jft tJi« teoTold night 
Of heathen error, with m g^olden flood 
Of eudle>s day. To feel is to be fired; 200 

And to believe, Lotvazo, is to fiiej. 

Thou most indulgent, mosttrPtiiPfidoua Pow^r! 
Still more tremendous for ihy wondrous luvc; 
That and3 with Bwe more awfu! thy coaunaDdji, 
And foul tramip'essioa dip$ in MvcufoJd guilt; 20 S 
How our hearts tremble at tbj' love imxaeam ! 
In loii^e immense, inviolably just ,' 
Thou, rather than thy justice should be Rtain^dt 
Didst stain the croaa; and, work of wondtrs far 
The greatest, thnt thy dearent far mig^ht bleed- SlO 

Bold tlioufrbt ! shnll I dare speak it or repress ? 
Should man m.orc execrate or boast the guilt 
Whieb roused such vengeance f which such lore in- 

flamed ? 
O'er ^iilt(botv mountainous) with owt^tretchM arnii 
Stem Justice, and soft-«mv]tn«^ Love, embrace, S15 
Supporting, in full majesty, thy throne. 
When scetn'd its majesty to need support, 
Or that, or man* inevitably loat t 
What but the fiithoctdt »a of thou^t divine 
CouJd labour such expedieut from despoirt S90 

And rescue boUi ? Both rescue .' both exalt I 
O bow are botli eialted by tlie deed! 
The wondrous deed ' or sJukll I call it nioro ? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itjself f 
A mystery, no less to gods than men I 227 



J 
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Not thus our infidels th* Eternal draw, 
A God all o*er consummate, absolute. 
Full orb*d, in his whole round of rays complete : 
Tbey set at odds Heaven's jarring attributes. 
And with one excellence another wound ; 230 

Maim heavVs perfection, break its equal beams. 
Bid mercy triumph over — God himself, 
Undefied by their opprobrious praise : 
A God all mercy is a God unjust 

Ye brainless wits ! ye baptized infidels ! 235 

Ye worse for mending ! wash*d to fouler stains ! 
The ransom was paid down ; tlie fund of hea?'n, 
Heaven^s inexhaustible, exhausted fund, 
Amazing and amazed, pourM (orih the price, 
All price beycxid : though curious to compute, 240 
Archangels failM to cast the mighty sum : 
Its value vast ungrasp^d by minds create. 
For ever hides and glows in the Supreme. 
And was the ransom paid ? It was ; and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you. 245 
The sun beheld it — No, the shocking scene 
Drove back his chariot : Midnight veil'd his face ; 
Not such as this, not such as Nature makes : 
A midnight Natup^ shudder'd tolsehold ; 
A midnight new ! a dread eclipse (without 250 
Opposing spheres) from her Creator's frown ! 
Sun ! didst thou fly thy Maker's pain ? or start 
At that enormous load of human guilt 
Which bow'd his blessed head, o'erwhelm'd his cross, 
Made groan the centre, burst earth's marble womb 
With pangs, strange pangs ! deliver'd of her dead ? 
Hell howl'd ; and heav'n that hour let fall a tear : 
Heav'n wept, that man might smile ! Heav'n bicdt 
that man 

Might nev* die .' 

6* 
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And is derotion virtue ? 'Tis compeird. 260 

What heart of stone but glows at thoughts like tbeM ? 
Such contemplations mount us, and should nuMint 
The mind still higher, nor o*cr glance on man 
Unrapturcd, uninflamed. Where roll mj thought! 
To rest from wonders ! othor wonders rise, 265 

And strike where'er they roll : my soul is caught : 
Heav*n*s sovereign blessings clusf rin^ from the crOM, 
Rush on her in a throng, and close her rooiid 
The prisoner of amaze ! In his blest life 
I see the path, and in his death the price, 270 

And in his great ascent the proof supreme 
Of immortality. — And did he rise ? 
Hear, O ye nations I hear it, O ye dead ! 
He rose, he rose ! he burst the bars of dea6i. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates, 275 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who left 
His throne of glory for the pangs of death. 
Lilt up }our heads, ye everlasting gates. 
And give the King of Glory to come in. 280 

Who is the King of Glory ? He who slew 
The ravenous foe that gorged all human race ! 
The King of Glory he, whose glory fillM 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man ; 
And with divine complacency beheld 285 

Powers most illumined wildcrM in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, how then shall man sustain ? 
O the burst gates ! crushM sting ! drmolishM throne! 
Last gasp ! of vanqui^h'd death. Shout, earth and 

heaven, 
This sum of good to man ! whose nature then 290 
Took wing, and niountr-d with him from the tomb. 
Then, then, I rose ; tlien fii-st humanity 
Triumphant ya^ \hr cT^t'^vxl ^votIs of li^t. 
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(Stupendous guest !) and seized eternal you6i, 

Seized in our name. E^er since 'tis blasphemous 295 

To call man mortal. Man*s mortality 

Was then transferr'd to death ; and heav*n*8 duratioa 

Unalienably seaPd to this frail frame, 

This child «f dust — ^Man, all-immortal, hail ! 

Hail, Heav*n, all-lavish of strange gifts to man ! 300 

Thine all the glory, man's the boundless bliss. 

Where am I wrapt by &is triumj^isnt theme. 
On Christian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount ! — Alas I small cause of jogr ! 
Wliat if to pain immortal ? if extent 905 

Of being, to preclude a close of wo ! 
Where, then, my boast of immortality ? 
I boast it still, though covcr'd o'er with guilt ; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd ; 
'TIS guilt alone can justify his death ; 310 

Not that, unless his death can justify 
Relenting guilt in heav'n's indulgent sight 
If, sick of folly, I relent, he writes 
My name in heav'n with that inverted spear 
(A spear deep dipt in blood I) which pierced his side. 
And open'd there a fcxit for all mankind, 316 

Wlio strive, who combat crimes, to drink and Uve : 
This, only this, subdues the fear of deatli. 

And what is this ? — survey the wondrous cure. 
And at each step let higher wonder rise ! SSO 

* Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon 
Through means that speak its value infinite ! 
A pardon bought with blood ! witli blood divine ! 
With blood divine of him I made my foe ! 
Persisted to pro\ oke I though wooed and awed, 325 
Bloiit and chastised, a flagrant rebel still ; 
A re:bel 'midst the tliunders of his throne I 
Nor I alone ! a r^cl universe ! 
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My species up in arms ! not one exempt ! 

Yet for the foulest of tlie foul he dies ! 330 

Most joyM for the redcemM from deepcit guilt! 

As if our race were held of highest rank. 

And Godhead dearer as more kind to man !• 

Bound ev*ry heart ; and ev'ry bosom bum ! 
O what a scale of niimcUs is here ! 335 

Its lowest round high planted on the skies : 
Its towering summit loet Iwyond the thought 
<)f man or angel ! O that I could climb 
The wonderful ascent with equal praise ! 
T*raisc ! flow for ever (if astonishment 340 

Will give thee leave) my praise ; for ever flow ; 
Praise ardent, cordial, constant, to high heav*n 
More fragrant than Arabia sacrificed, 
And all her spicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, so due to heaven, shall praise descend 345 
With her soft plume (from plausivc angels* wing 
First pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal ears, 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great? 
Is praise the perquisite of ev'rj' paw, 
Thou;xh black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
O love of gold, thou meanest of amours ! 351 

Shall praise her odours wa&tc on virtue^s dead ; 
Embalm the base, perfume the stench of guilt. 
Earn dirty bread by washing Ethiops fiiir; 
Removing filth, or sinking it from ^ii ht, 355 

A scavenger in scenes, where vacant posts, 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, exjx^ct 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones 
Return, apostate Praise ! tliou vagabond ! 
Thou prostitute ! to thy first love return ; 360 

Thy first, thy greatest, once unrivall'd theme. 

There llow rccinndant, like Meander flow. 
Back to thy founiain, to that parcat ix)w*r 
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Who gives tlic ton^e to sound, the thought to soar, 
The soul to bo. Men homage pay to men : 365 
Thoughtless beneath whose dreadful pye thej bow, 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 
Of guilt to guilt, and turn tiieir backs on thee, 
Great Sire ! whom thrones celestial ceaseless sing, 
To prostrate angels an amazing scene ! ij70 

O the presumption of man*8 awe fw man ! — 
Man's Author, Elnd, Restorer, Law, and Judge ! 
Thine, all ; day thine, and tliine this gloom of night. 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds. 
What m'ght eternal but a frown from thee ? 375 
'What heaven's meridian glory but thy smile ? 
And shall not praise be thine, not human praiie, 
While heav'n*s high host on hallelujahs live ? 
O may I breathe no Icxiger than I breathe 
My soul in praise to HIM who gave my soul, 880 
And all her infinite of prospect (air 
Cut through the shades of hell, great Love ! by thee, 
O most adorable ! most unadored ! 
Where shall that praise begin which ne'er shall endP 
Where'er I turn, what claim oq all applause ! 385 
How is Night's sable mantle labour'd o'er, 
How richly wrought with attribates divine ! 
What wisdom shines ! what bve ! This midnigfal 

pomp. 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid ! 
Built with divine ambition ! noo^t to thee ; 390 
For others this profusion. Thou, apart, 
Above, beyond, O tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? shall I dive into the deep f 
Call to the sun ? or ask the roaring winds 
For their Creator ? Shall I question loud 395 

The thunder, if in that tli' Almighty dwells ? 
Ar holds HE furious storms in strail<^'d T«vas 
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And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car ? 

What mean these questions ? — Trembling I retract; 
My prostrate soul adores the present God : 400 

Praise I a distant Deity ! He tunes 
My voice (if tuned :) the nerve that writes sustains t 
WrappM in his being I resound his praise : 
But tfiough past all diffused, without a shore 
His ess<>nce, local is His throne (as meet) 405 

To gather the dispersed (as standards call 
The listed from afar ;) to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his sons. 
Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. 

The nameless HE, whose nod is Nature's birth ; 
And Nature's shield the shadow of his hand ; 411 
Her dissoluticMi, his suspended smile ! 
The great First-Last ! pavilioned high he sits 
In darkness from excessive splendour, borne, 
By gods unseen, unless through lustre lost 415 

His glor}', to created glory bright 
As that to central horrors : he looks down 
On all that soars, and spans immensity. 

Though night unnumberM worlds unfolds to view. 
Boundless Creation ! what art thou ? A beam, 430 
A men' eiSuviuni of his majority. 
And shall an atom of this atom-world 
Mutter, in dust and sin, the theme of heav'n ? 
Down to tlie centre should I send njy thought. 
Through beds of glitfring ore and glowing gems, 
"^rheir beggared blaze wants lustre for my lay ; 426 
Goes out in darkness : if, on towering wing, 
I send it tfirough the boundless vault of stars, 
(The stars, tho» rich, what dross their gold to Thee, 
Great, good, wi^e, wonderful, eternal King !) 430 
If to those conscious stars thy throne around. 
Praise ever-pouring, and imbibing bliss, 
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And ask their strain ; they want it, more they want* 
Poor their abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cdd : 435 

Indebted still, their highest rapture bums. 
Short of its mark, defective, though divine. 

Still more — this theme is man's, and man's alone; 
Their vast appointments reach it not; they see 
On earth a bounty not indulged on high, 440 

And downward lode for heavVs superior praise ! 
First-born of Ether ! high in fields of light ! 
View man to see the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they had envied here : 
And some did envy : and the rest, though gods, 445 
Yet still gods nnredeem'd (there triumphs man. 
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skies,) 
They less would feel, though more adorn my theme. 
They sung creation (for in that they shared;) 
How rose in melody that child of Love ! 450 

Creation*s great superior, man ! is thine ; 
Thine is Redemption ; they just gave the key, 
*Tis thine to raise and eternize the song. 
Though human, yet divine ; for should not this 
Raise man o*er man, and kindle seraphs here ? 455 
Redemption ! 'twas creatkn more sublime ; 
Redemption! 'twas the labour of the skies: 
Far more than labour— it was death in heav'n, 
A truth so strange, 'tv^ere bdd to think it true, 
If not far bolder still, to disbelieve. 460 

Here pause and ponder. Was there death in 
heav'n? [blow? 

What then on earth? on earth, which struck die 
Who struck it ? Who ? — O how is man enlarged. 
Seen through this medium : How the pigmy Um*n I 
How counterpoised his origin from dust ! 465 

How counterpoised to dust lus ead xcVsnv\ 
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Hofir Toidfid hit vut dutance from tiie tkies ! 
How neariie IMMW oa the lewyhHi wing ! 46S 
1¥hichistlietenphf WUcfalhebomofclaj? 
How Hm demoiutmlea, Ituoiigli the thickeit ckxid 
Of guilt end day coiideiiied, the Son of Hewrhi; 
The double Son ; the made, and the re-mada ! 
And ihaU hesv Vs doable u roperiy be ket ? 
Man> doable madness onl j can destrogr. 
To man the Ueeding Cross has promised all ; 475 
The bleeding Cross has sworn eternal grace. 
"Who gave his life, what grace diall he den j ? 

ye* who firom this rock of ages leap, 
i^wvtaftes, phmging headhng in the deep ! 

"What cordial jof, what consolation strong, 4M 

Whatever wmds arise, or billows roll, 

Oor int'rest in.^ Blaster of the stonn! 

Cling there, and in wreckM Nature's rain smile, 

While Tile apostates tremble in a calm. 

Man, know thyself: all wisdom centres there. 48& 
To none man seems ignoble but to man. 
Angels that grandeur, men overlook, admire : 
How long shall human nature be their book. 
Degenerate mortal ! and unread by thee f 
The beam dim reason sheds shows wonders there : 
VHiat high contents !<^astrions faculties ! 491 

But the grand commOtti which displays at full 
Our human height, scarce severM from divine. 
By Heav*n compos*d, was published on &e Cross. 

Who looks on that, and sees not in himself 495 
An awful stranger, a terrestrial God ? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm. 

1 gaze, and as I gaze my mountain soul 500 
Catches strange fire, Eternity ! at thee, 
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And drops the world — or, rather, more eujoys. 
How chaii^ied the fkce ot' Nature ! how improi'ed ! 
What leemM a chaos, shines a glorious world, 
Or« what a world, an Eden ; he^liea'daU! 505 
It is another scene, another lelf! 
And still another, as time rolls along. 
And that a self &r more illustrious still. 
Beyond long, ages, yet rolPd up in shades 
Unpierced by bold conjecture's keenest nj^ 510 
What evolutions of surprising &te ! 
How Nature opens, and receives mj soul 
In boundless walka of raptured thoi^t ! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me ! What new births 
Of strange adventure, foreign to the sun ; .515 
Wliere what now charms, perhaps whate'er exiiits. 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot ! 

Is this extravagant f of man we form 
Extravagant conceptions to be just : 
Conception unconfined wants wings to reach him ; 
Beyond its reach the Godhead only more. 521 

He the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationale : one spirit pour*d 
From spirit's awful fountain ; pourM himself 
Through all their souls, but not an equal stream; 
Profuse, or frugal, of th* inspiring God, 526 

As MMse plan demanded ; and when past 
Thel^arious trials, in their various spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Resorbs them all into himself again, 590 

His throne their centre, and his smile their crown. 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to sing. 
Though yet unsung, as deem*d, peihs^ too bold f 
Angels are men of a superior kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 535 

High o*er celestial mouataisa ^vm^M iii^a!|^V\ 
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And men are angelsy loaded £n> an hcNtft 
Who wade Hum wiry vale, aaddkiib wHh pM, 
And •Upp'iy itapt the bottom of tin i(M|i. 
Angels flieirlaitiDg8,inortBl8bcf<edMlrpnins Ml 
While here, 6f corps ethereal, sodienraU*cll» 
And suminoaM to the glorious standard iOQB» 
Which flames eternal crimson, through die skin t 
Nor are our brothers thooghtless of tiwir Un, 
Tet absent; bat not absent from their kim. 54fi 
Midiael has fixightonr battles; Raphael anm^ 
Our triam|ibs) Qabridl on our enands flow% 
Sent by the Soy'reign: -and are Unaet O man, 
Thj (Hands, titjr warm allies? and thon (shama bmn 
The dieek to cinder !)riiral to the brate? 5S$ 

'' Religion's alL Descending from the sldaa 
To wretched man, the goddess in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right tiia i 
Religion ! the sole voucher man is man ; 
Supporter sole of man above himself ; 555 

£*en in this night of frailtf, change, and deotfii 
She gives the soul a soul tiiat acts a god. 
Religion ! Providence ! an after-state ! 
Here is firm footing ; here is solid rock ; 
This can support us ; all is sea besides : fH 

Sinks under us ; bestonns, an<} then devoora. 
His hand jthe good man fastens on the skiesA|| 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirL fW 

As when a wretch, from thick polluted air, 
Dukness, and stench, and suffocating dampa, 66lr 
And dongeon-horrors, by kind fate dischai^ged. 
Climbs some fair eminence, where ether pore 
Surrounds him, and iliysian prospects rise, ^ 
His heart exults, his spirits cast their load. 
As if new-born he triumphs in the change f 57§ 

So jojs tfaa toml, ^*\iQXi, {torn vQi^VoTvoraA ^tf» 
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And sordid sweets, frtun feculence and froth 

Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she mounts 

To Reason's region, her own element, 

Breathes hopes inmiortal, and affects the skies. 675 

Religion! thoa the soul of happiness. 
And, groaning Calvary, of thee, there shine 
The noblest truths ; i£ere strongest motives sting ; 
There sacred violence assaults the soul ; 
There nothing but compolsion is forborne. 580 

Can love allure us ? or can terrcv awe ? 
He weeps ! — the felling drop puts ont the sun. 
He sighs !— the sigh earth's deep foundation shakes. 
If in his love so terrible, what then 
His wrath inflamed I His tenderness on fii« ? 585 
Like soft smooth oil, ootblazing other fires ? 
Can pray'r, can praise, avert it ? — ^Thou, my all ! 
My dieme ! my insjKration 2 and my crown ! 
My strength in age ! my rise in low estate ! 
My soul's ambition, pleasure, wealth ! my world ! 
My light in darkness ! and my life in death ! 591 
My boast through time ! bliss through eternity ! 
Eternity, too short to speak thy praise. 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
To man of men the meanest, ev'n to me ; 595 

My sacrifice ! my God ! — what things are these. 

What then art Thou ? By what name shall I call 
Thee? 
Knew I the name devout archangels use. 
Devout archangels should the name enjoy. 
By me unrivall'd ; thousands more sublime, 500 
None half so dear as that which, though unspoke. 
Still glows at heart O how Omnipotence 
Is lost in love ! thou great Philanthropist ! 
Father of angels ! but the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, fimdpst of the younger bom ! fiO'i 
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Thou who didst save him, snatcih the snoidiig btiad 
From oat the flames, and quench H m tfaj Mood! 
How art thoa pleased by boontf to distmif 
To make os groan beneath oar giatitnde» 
Toobig fiv birth! to &voar and coniband; CIO 

To challenge, and to distance all retmn ! 
Of layish love stupendoos heights to soar, 
And leave praise panting in the distant Tale ! 
Thy right too great defrandt thee of thy doe. 
And sacrilegioos oor sabfimest song. dS 

But since the naked will obtains thy smUe, 
Beneath this monument of praise unpaid. 
And future life symphonious to my strain, 
(That noblest hymn to 'beav'n t) £at ever lie 
EntombM my fear of deaftt ! and ev^ fear, CM 
The dread fkevhj evil but Thy frown. 

Whom see I yonder so demurely smile f 
Laughter a labour, and might break their rest 
Ye Quietists, in homage to the skies ! 
Serene ! of soil address ! who mildly make 685 

An unobtrusive tender of your hearts, 
Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ; 
But, for the blessing, wrestle not with Heav'n ! 
Think you my song too turbulent ? too wann ? 
Are passions, then, the pagans of the sool ? €30 

Reason alone baptized ! alone ordain*d 
To touch things sacred ? Oh for wanner still ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my powers : 
Oh for an humbler heart and prouder song ! 
Thou, my much-injured theme ! with that sofl eye 
Which melted o*er doomM Salem, deign to lo<^ 696 
Compassion to the coldness of my breast. 
And paidon to the winter in my strain. 

O ye cold-hearted frozen formalists ! 
On such a theme *tis impious to be calm ; 640 
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Passion is reason, transport temper, here. 
Shall Heav'n, which gave ns ardour, and has shown 
Her own Sat man ao strongly, not disdaia 
What smooth embllienta in theology, ' 

Recumbent nrtoe's dpwny doctor's preadi,. 645 
That pro8» of piety, a lokewann praise ? 
Rise odours sweet from incense uninflamed? 
Devotioo, when lukewarm, is underoot ; 
But when it glows, its beat is strudL to henhk ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are strong; €50 
High hearVs orchestra chants Amen to man. 
Hear I, or dream I hear«.tfaeir distant strahi» 
Sweet to the soul, and tasting strong olhHOr^ 
Soft wafted on celestial Pity's plume. 
Through the vast spaces of the tmiverse^ 655 

To cheer mc in this melanrholy gloom ? 
Oh when will death (now stm^ess) like a friend. 
Admit me of their choir! Oh when will death 
This mould'ring old partitioQ-wall throw down? 
Give bein^,. one in nature, one abode ? 660 

O death divjne ! that giv'st us to the skies ! 
Great future ! glorious patron of the past 
And present, when shall I thy shrine adore ? 
From Nature's continent immensely wide. 
Immensely blest, this little isle of life, 665 

This dark incarcerating colony 
Divides us. Happy day that breaks oar chain ! 
That manumits ; that calls from exile home; 
That leads to Nature's great metropolis. 
And re^admits us, through the guardian hand 670 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne. 
Who hears our advocate, and through his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
*Tis this makes Christian triumph a command ; 
'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wise. 67S 

7» 
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*Ti8 impious in a good man to be nd. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo, where hangs all oar bopaf 
ToachM hy the cixnib we lire, or more fhan die ; 
That touch which toach*d not angels ; mon Ariiw 
Than that which tooch'd confosion into ibnii, 6tl 
And darkness into glory : partial tondi! 
IneffiibI J pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and sor'reign Ihroogli tbe whole 
liong golden chain of miracles, which hangi 
From heav'n throogfa all duration, and s up port ! , 685 
In one illostrious and amaging plan, 
Thj wel&re, Nature, and thy God*s renofwn ; 
TImt touch, with chaim celesdal, heals flie tout 
Diseased, drires pain from guilt, lights life in dimAt 
Turns earth to heav 'n, to heavenly tiirones transfenm 
The ghastly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 681 

Dost ask me when ? When He who died retoms; 
Returns, how changed! where then the man of wd? 
In glory's terrors all the Godhead bums. 
And all his courts, exhausted by the tide 695 

Of deities triumphant in his train. 
Leave a stupendous solitude in heav*n ; 
Replenished soon, replenished with increase 
Of pomp and multitude ; a radiant band 
Of angels new, of angels from the tomb. 1N)0 

Is this by fancy thrown remote ? and rise 
Dark doubts between the promise and event ? 
I send thee not two volumes for thy core ; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a friend to truth ; 
Nature is Christian; prenches to manldnd, 905 

And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Hast thou ne'er seen the comet's flaming flight ? 
Th' illustrious stranger passing, terror sheds 
On gazing nations from his fiery train, 
Of length enonnous, takes bis ample round 710 
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Thro^ depths of ether; coasts unnumberM worlddi 
Of more than solar glory : doubles wide 
Ileav'n's mighty cape ; and then revisits earth, 
From the long travel of a thousand years. 
Thus, at the destined period, shall return 715 

He, oace on earth, who bids the comet blaze ; 
And, with him, all our triumph o*er the iomh. 

Nature is dumb on this important point, 
Or Hope precarious in low whisper breathes : 
Faith speaks aloud, distinct ; ev*n adders hear, 720 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge across the gulf of Death, 
To break the shock blind Nature cannot shun. 
And lands Thought smoothly on the farther shore. 
Death's terror is the mountain Faith removes, 725 
That mountain-barrier between man and peace. 
*Tis Faith disarms Destruction, and absolves 
From cv'ry clamorous charge the guiltless tomb. 

Why disbelieve, Lorenzo ? — * Reason bids. 
All-sacred Reason.' — Hold her sacred still ; 730 
Nor shalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 
All-sacred Reason .' source and soul of all 
Demanding praise on earth, or earth above ! 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmost folds 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 735 

Wear I the blessed cross, by Fortune stamp'd 
On passive Nature before Thought was bom ? 
My birth's blind bigot ! fired with local zeal .' 
i\o ; Reason rebaptized me when adult ; 
"VVeigh'd true and false in her impartial scale, 740 
My heart became the convert of my head, 
Ai)d made that choice which once was but my fate. 
* On argument alone my faith is built :' 
j^eason pursued is faitli ; and unpursued. 
Where proof invites, 'tis reason then no more; 745 
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And such our proof, that, or our Mth is li^^ 
Or reason lies, and Hear*n designM it wntMy. 
AbsoWe we this ? what then is blasphemgrf 

Fond as we are, and justlj fond, of fiuth. 
Reason, we grant, denmnds oar first regwnd ; isflf 
The mother honourM, as the danghter dear. 
Reason the root, fair Faith is but the flow'r : 
The fiiding flow*r shall die, bat ResKxi iires 
Imniiortal, as her Father in jhe skies. 
When faith is ?irtue, reason makes it sa 755 

Wrong not the Christian : think not reasoQ yonn; 
'Tis reason our great Master holds so dear ; 
^Tis reason's injur'd rights his wrath resents ; 
'Tis reason's voice obej'd, his glorious cromi : 
To gi?e lost reason life, he pour'd his Ofwn. 760 

Believe, and show the reason of a man ; 
Believe, and taste the pleasure of a God; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tombii 
Through reason's wounds alone thy iaith can die ; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 786 

And dips in venom his twice-mortal sting. 

Learn hence what honours, what lood peans, due. 
To those who push our antidote aside ; 
Those boasted friends to reason and to man* 
Whose fatal love stabs every joy, and leaves 770 
Death's terror heighten'd gnawing at his heart. 
These pinnpous sons of reason idoUzcd, 
And vilified at once; of reason dead. 
Then deified as mooarchs were of old ; 774 

What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow«? 
While love of truth thro' all their camp resounds. 
They draw Pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide ray. 
Strike up their inch of reason on the point 
Of philosophic wit, call'd Aigument, 
And then exulting in their taper, cry, 79Q 
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* Behold the sun !' and, Indian-like, adore. 

Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love ! 
Thoti maker of new morals to mankind ! 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wise as Socrates, if such they were, 7S5 

(Nor will they *bate of that sublime renown) 
As wise as Socrates, might justly stand 
The definition of a modem fool. 

A Christian is the highest style of man. 
And is there who the blessed cross wipes off, 790 
As a foul blot, from his dishonour'd brow f 
If angels tremble, 'tis at such a sight ; 
The wretch they quit, despondii^ of dieir charge, 
More struck with grief or wcmder who can tell ? 

Ye sold to sense ! ye citizens of earth ! 795 

(For such alone the Christian banner fly) 
Know ye how wise your choice, how great your gain ^ 
Behold the picture of earth^s happiest man : 

* He calls his wish, it comes ; he sends it back. 
And says he calPd another ; that arrives, 800 
Meets the same welcome ; yet he still calls on ; 
Till one calls him, who varies not his call. 

But holds him fast, in chains of darkness bound, 

Till Nature dies, and judgment sets him free ; 

A freedcxn far less welcome than his chain.' ^ 80& 

But grant man happy ; grant him happy long ; 
Add to life's highest prize her latest hour ; 
That hour, so late, is nimble m approach, 
That, like a post, comes on in full career. 809 

How swiil the shuttle flies that weaves thy shroud ! 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 
Thrown down the gulf of time ; as far from thee 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the day in hand, 
Like a bird struggling to get loose, is going ; 
Scarce now possess'd, so suddenly 'tis touc, ^X*^ 
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And each iwift moment fled, is death advanced 

By strides as swift Eteniitj is all : 

And whose eternity ? who triiim{^ there ? 

Bathing for ever in the font of b^ 1 

For ever basking in the Deity 7 820 

Lorenzo, who?— thy conscience shall reply. 

O give it leave to speak ; Hwill speak ere long. 
Thy leave unaskM : Lorenzo, hear it now, 
While useful its advice,. its accent mild. 
By the great edict, the divine depree, 825 

Trath is deposited with man's last hour ; 
An honest hour, and faithful to her trust ; 
Truth, eldest daughter of the Deity ! 
Truth of his council when he made the worlds ! 
Nor less, when he shall judge the worlds he made ; 
Though silent long, and sleeping ne'er so sound, 
Smotfaer'd with errors, and oppress'd with toys. 
That heaven-commission'd hour no sooner calls* 
But from her cavern in the soul's abyss, 
Like him they fable under ^tna wbelm'd, 835 

The goddess bursts in thunder and in flame, 
Loudly convinces, and severely pains. 
Dark daemons I discharge, and hydra-stings ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth — is hell ; 
Ju8tdefiniti(m! though by schools untaught 840 
Ye deaf to truth, peruse ^is parson'd page. 
And trust, for once, a prophet and a priest : 
* Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die.' 
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And both at once : 1 pobt kbvr hard to ^n ( 
Jgut what can't Wit, when stung by strong desire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduoos enterprise. 2B 
Since joys of sense can't rise to Reason's taste, 
In subtle Sophistry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reason new, that stoops 
To sordid scenes, and meets them with applause. 
Wit calls the Graces the chaste zone to loose{^ 30 
6 Nor less than a plump god to fill the bowl :> 
A thousand phantoms and a thousand spells, 
A thousand opiates scatters to delude. 
To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep, t. ■ - . ■ 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. 35 

Thus that which shock'd the judgment shocks no 

more: 
That which gave P^de pBknce no more ofifends. 
Pleasure and Pride,^t>y nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal whiqh in man shall reign, 
By Wit's address patch up a fatal peace, 40 

And hand-in-hand lead on the rank debauch. 
From rank refined to delicate and gay. 
Art, cursed Art ! wipes off th' indebted blush 
From Nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry shame. 
Man smiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 45 

And Infamy stands candidate for praise. 

All writ by man in favour of the soul. 
These sensual ethics far in bulk transcend. 
Tlie tlow'rs of eloquence profusely pour'd 
O'er spotted Vice, fill half the letter'd world. 60 
Can pow'rs of genius exorcise their page. 
And consecrate enormities with song f 
But let not these inexpiable strains 
Condenm the muse that knows her dignity. 
Nor meanly stops at time, but holds the world 55 
As 'lis in Nature's ample field, a point. 
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A point in her esteem ; from whence to start. 

And run the round of universal space, 

To visit being universal there, 

And being*s source, that utmost flight of mind ! 60 

Yet spite of this so vast circumference, 

Well knows but what is moral, nought is great. 

Sing sjrens only ? do not angels sing ? 

There is in Poesy a decent pride. 

Which well becomes her when she speaks to Prose, 

Her younger sister, haply not more wise. 66 

Think*8t thou, Lorenzo, to find pastimes here ? 
No guilty passion blown into a flame. 
No foible flatter'd, digni^ disgraced, 
No faiiy field of fiction, all Qn flower, 90 

No rainbow colours here, or silken tale ; 
But solemn counsels, images of awe. 
Truths which Eternity lets fell on man 
With double weight, thro* these revolving spheres. 
This death-deep silence, and incumbent shade ; 7S 
Thoughts such as shall revisit your last hour. 
Visit uncaird, and Hve when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil, Midnight! daricer still 
In melancholy dipped, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, even this, my laughter-loving firiends, 80 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the smile ! 
If what imports you most can most engage. 
Shall steal your ear, and chain you to my song. 
Or if you fail me, know the wise shall taste 
The truths I sing ; the truths I sing shall feel, 85 
And, feeling, give assent ; and their assent 
Is ample recompense ; is more than praise. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor nustalcc ! 
Tlkink not uointroduced I force my wa}- ; 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unallied 90 

By virtue, or by blood, iWustnoui -jwSkN 
8 
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To thee from bloommg ameniifliiiie bo^rVi^ 
Where all die lengiuige HarmoDjr, 
UncaU^ and asks admittance tor At i 
A muse' that will not pain thee with iSbj [ 
Thjr praise she drops, by nobler still insptred* 

O tfion, blest Spirit ! whether the soprenM^ 
Great antemundane Father I in whose breast 
Embiyo creation, onbom beii^, dwelt, ' 
And all its Tarioos revolutions rolPd 161 

F^resent^ though future, prior to themaehree ; 
Whose breaidi can blow it into nought again. 
Or from his throne some delegated pow'r. 
Who, studious of our peace, dost torn the thought 
From vain and vile, to solid and sublime ! 106 

Unseen thou lead'st me to delicious draughts 
pf inspiration, from a purer stream. 
And fuller of the God than that which burst 
From famed Castalia ; nor is yet alla^d 
My sacred thirst, though long my soul has na^ed 
Throughpleasingpa^of moral and divine. 111 
By thee sustained, and lighted by the start. 

By them best lighted are the paths of thoogfat ; 
Nights are their days, their moitt illumined hours ! 
By day the sou], overborne by life's career, 115 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare. 
Reels far from reason, jostled by the throng^. 
By day the soul is passive, all her thoughts 
Imposed, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By night, from objects free, from passion cool, 120 
Thoughts uncontroll'd, and unimpressM, the biithi 
Of pure election, arbitrary range, 
Not to the limits of one world confined. 
But from ethereal travels light on earth. 
As voyagers drop anchor for repose. 12S 

J^t Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
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Of feathered fopperies, the sun adore ; 
]>iirkiie88 has inore.,diTinity for me ; 
It strikes thought inward ; it drives back the soul 
To settle on herself, our point supreme .* 199 

There lies our theatre ; diere sits our judge. 
Darimess the curtain drops o'er Ufe*s dull scene ; 
Tis the kind h|UMl of IVovidence stretch'd out 
^wixt man and ranitjr ; 'tis Reason's leigny 
And Virtue's too ; Ihese tutelaiy shades 135 

Are man^s asytum irom the tauited dirong. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guudian tQO» 
It no less rescues virtue than inspires. 
Virtue, for ever frail as fair, below, 
Her tender nature suffers in the crowd, 140 

Nor touches on the worid without a stain. 
The world's infectious ; few bring back at eve. 
Immaculate, the manners of tbe moanu 
Somethmg we thought, is blotted ; we resolved. 
Is shaken ; we renounced, returns again. 14S 

Each salutation may slide in a sin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it strange ; light, motion, concourse, noise, 
All scatter us abroad. Thought, outward-bound. 
Neglectful of our hom« aflbirs, flies off ISO 

In fume and dissipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breast unguarded to the Ibe. 

Present example gets within our guard. 
And acts with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain 155 

• Strikes, like a pestilence, from breast to breast : 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours brea^, 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
From smiling man! A slight, a single glance, 
And shot at random, often has brought home 160 
A sudden fever to the throbbing heart 
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Of enryt nncoor, or impure dMre. . 

We see, we bear, with peril ; n&tjr dwelli 
Remote from mnltitade. IIib worid'a a ■chool 
Of wioig, and what proficients swarm mnmbjAI US 
We most or imitate or disapprore ; 
Blast list as their accomplices or Ibes : 
That stains our innocence, Ikis womdi our paa ciL 
From Natnie*s birth, hence, Wisdom bat baes mk 
With sweet lecess, and langoish'd for die sfaadt. IVI 

This sacred shade and solitnde, what is it? 
*Tis ^ ielt presence of the Deity. 
Few are the £ralti we flatter when akxie. 
Vice sinks m her allurements, is angih, 
And looks, like other objects, black b]rni|^ lift 
By m'ght an atheist half believes a God. 

Night is &ir Yirtue*s immemorial friend; 
The conscious moon, tiirough er'eiy distant ft. 
Has held a lamp to Wisdom, and let &ll 
On Contemplation's eye her purging ray. # W 
The famed Athenian, he who wooed from heaven 
Philosophy the &ir, to dwell with men. 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride ; 
While o*er his head, as fearfol to molest 
His lab'ring mind, the stars in silence slide, 185 
And seem all gazing on their foture guest. 
See him soliciting his ardent suit 
In private audience ; all the Uvelong night. 
Rigid in thought, and motionless he stands. 
Nor quits his theme or posture till the sun 190 

(Rude drunkard ! rising rosy from the main) 
Disturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments ! stoPn from the black wasta 
Of murderM time ! auspicious Midnight, hail ! 195 
Hie worid excluded, ev'iy passion hiish*d, 
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And opeb^d a calm intercourse with heavVi. 
Here tiie soul sits in coancil, ponders past, 
Predestines future actions ; sees, not feels, 
Tamultnons Ufe^ and reasons with tlje stoim; 900 
All her lies answers, and tiunks down her diaimB. 

What awiiil joy ! what mental Ubeitf ! 
I am not pent in daifaiess ; ra&ersaj 
(If not too bdd) in dsdmess Pm embowei'd. 
Delightful gloom ! the clusf ring dioc^fatB arooBd 
Spontaneous rise, and blossom in the flhadfiy , 206 
But droop bjr daj, and sidrenin die son. 
Thought borrows light elsewhere : from that fint in^ 
Fountain of animation ! whence descends 
Urania, my celestial guest ! who deigns 810 

Nightly to visit me, so miisan; add now. 
Conscious how needful discipline taman. 
From pleasing dalliance witii the charms at nig^ ' 
My <$rand'ring thought recalls, to wIaI excites 
Far other beat of heart, Narcissa's tomb ! 215 

Or is it feeble Nature calls me back, 
And breaks my spirit into grief again f 
Is it a Stygian vappur in my blood ? 
A cold slow puddle creeping through myVeint? 
Or is it thus with all men ?— Thus with all. 920 
What are we ? how unequal ! now we soar,- 
And now we sink. To be the same transoeiidi 
Our present prowess. Dearly pays the soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her day. 
Reason, a baffled counsellor ! but adds 225 

The blush of weakness to the bane of wo. 
The noblest spirit, fighting her hard £Bite 
In this damp, dusky region, charged with stonns. 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
Or, flying, short her flight, and sure her fall : 290 
Our utmost strength, when down, to riaa aigssni 
8* 
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Atkd not to jrield, though beateo, all oar pniae. 
^is Tain to seek in men for more than man. ^' 
Though proud in promise, big in previons thoqght* 
Experience dan^ our triumph. I, who late S35 
Emeiging from the shadows of the grave, 
Where grief detained me prisoner, mnamfing hi|^ 
Tlirew wide the gates of everlasting daj. 
And call*d mankind to glory, shook off pain, 
Mortahtf shook ofi^ in edier pure, 240 

And struck the stars, now £eel my spirits £ul ; 
They drop me from the zenith ; down I msh* 
Like him whom &ble fledged with waxen wings. 
In sorrow drown'd — but not in sorrow lost 
How wretched is the man who never moum'd ! 245 
I dive for precious pearl in sorrow's stream : 
Not 80 .the thoughtless man that only grieves. 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain ; 
(Inestimable gain) and gives Heaven leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wise. 

If wisdom is our lesson (and what else 251 

Ennobles man? what else have angels learned?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy school are made. 
Than genius or proud learning e*er could boast. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 25» 

Digest not into sense her motley meal. 
This bookcase, with dark booty almost burst. 
This forager on others* wisdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reason, quite untillM. 
With mix*d manuce she surfeits the rank soil, 260 
DungM, but not dressM, and rich to beggary : 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails : 
Her servant's wealth cncumberM Wisdom DK>uni9. 

And what says Genius ? * Let the dull be wise.' 
Genius ; too hud. for right, can prove it wrong, 265 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspired. 
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It pleads exemption from the laws of senpoi 

Considers reason as a leveller, 

And scorns to share a blessing with the crdwd. 

That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim 370 

To glory, and to pleasare gives the rest 

Crassus but sleeps, Ardelio is undone. 

Wisdom less shudders at a fool &an wit 

But wisdmn smiles, when humbled mortals weep. 
When sorrow wounds tfie breast, as plough ih» 
glelxj, 275 

And hearts obdurate feel her softening shower: 
Her seed celestial, then, glad wisdom sows; 
Her golden harvest triumphs in the soil. 
If so, Narcissa, welcome my rel^se; 
1*11 raise a tax on my calamity, 280 

And reap rich compensation from my pain. 
I'll range the plenteous intellectual field, . 
And gather ev'ry thought of sovereign pow'r 
To chase the moral maladies of man ; 
Thoughts which may bear transplanting to the skies. 
Though natives of this coarse penurious soil ; 386 
Nor wholly wither there where 8era{^ nng, 
Refined, exalted, not annulled, in heaven : 
Reason, the sun that gives them birth, the same 
In either clime, thou^ more illustrious there. 290 
These, choicely cull'd and elegantly ranged. 
Shall form a garland for Narcissa's tomb. 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 

Say, on what themes shall puzzled choice descend.^ 
* Th* importance of contemplating the tomb; 295 
W^hy men decline it; suicide's foul birth ; 
The various kinds of grief; the faults of age ; 
And death's dread character — ^invite my song.' 

And, first, th' importance of our end survey'd. 
Friends counsel quick dismission of oux ^v\c£. 2fif^ 
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MIrtaken Mndncag ! oor hearts heal too •ooa. 

Aro the3r more kind than He who etnick tiM blmr f 

IVho bid it do bis errand in our hearts, 

And baniflb peace, till nobler goests aTtiTe, 

And bring it back a true and endless peaoe? SQf 

Calamities are friends : as glaring dajr 

Of Aese onnmnber'd lustres robs our siglit, 

Proeperitjr puts out unnumbei'd tfiou^ita 

Of import high, and ligfat divine to man. ^ 909 

The man how bless'd, who, sick of gaa^f 100108, 
(Scenes vpt-io thrust between us and onrselvw!) 
Is led by choice to take his &v*rite walk 
Beneath Death^s gkxanj, silent, cypress shadei, 
Unpierced by Vanity^ fimtastic ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weijgfa his dost, 315 

Visit his vaults, and dwell among the tomb* ! 
Lorenzo, read with me Narcissa's stone ; 
(Narcissa was thy fav'rite I) let us read 
Her moral stone; few doctors preach so well; 
Few orators so tenderly can touch JSO 

The feeling heart What pathos in the date ! 
Apt words can strike ; and yet in them we see 
Faint images of what wc here enjoy. 
What cause have we to build on length of life f 
Temptations seize when fear is laid asleep, 3S& 

And ill foreboded is our strragest guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble shrine, 
Truth, radiant goddess, sallies on my soul, 
And puts deludon^s dusl^ train to flight ; 
Diqwls the mist our sultry passions raise 33(^ 

From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene. 
And shows the real estimate of things, 
.Which no man, unafflicted, ever saw ; 
Pulls off the veil from virtue's rising charms; 
I>etects temptation in a thousand lies. 335 
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Truth bids me look on men as autimm leaves. 
And all they bleed for, as the summer's dntt 
Driven by Uie whirlwind : lighted by her beamn 
I widen my horison, gain new pow'rs, 
See things invisible, Seel things remote, dim 

Am present with futurities ; think noi^t 
To man so foreign as the joys posseas*d ; 
Nought so much his as those beyond ^ grave. 

No folly keeps its colour in her -sight; 
P^ worldly wisdom loses all her charms ; 345 
In pompous promise finom her schemes prolbaad, • 
If future fate she plans, 'tis all in leaves, 
Like Sibyl, unsubstantial fleeting bliss ! 
At the first blast it vanishes in air. 
Not so, celestial. Woul4'st thou know, Lorenio, 350 
How differ worldly wisdom and divine ? 
Just as the waning and the waxing moon : 
More empty worldly wisdom ev'ry day ; 
And ev'ry day more fair her rival shines. 
When later, there's less time to play the fool. 35S 
Soon our whole term for wisdom is expired, 
(Thou know'st she calls no council in the grave) 
And everlasting fool is writ in fire. 
Or re%l wisdom wafts us to the skies. 

As worldly schemes resemble Sibyl's leaves, 360 
The good man's days to Sibyl's books compare, 
(In ancient story read, thou know'st the tale) 
In price still rising as in number less. 
Inestimable quite his final hour. 
For that, who thrones can oflfer, offer thrones; 365 
, Insolvent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 
' Oh, let me die his death !' all nature cries. 
* Then live his life.' — ^All nature falters there ; ' 
Our great physician daily to consult, 
To commune with the grave, our only cure. S1<l 
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Wlwt giwre pmeribei the bat? — A 
•ndjvt 
From ft frioid^ grave hofir soon we « 
E'en Id die deuett, as his iiiaible, coUL 
Whjr are friends iwrish*d firom us? Tu to bjad^ 
Bj toft affection's ties, on haman hearla M 

llie thought of deadly which leasoo, (do Mpina^ 
Or misempioyM, so rarelj ftstens diera. 
Norieason, nor afiedion, no, norbo^ 
Combined, can break the witcfacraAs of tiia worid. 
Bdiold th' inexorable hour at hand! W 

Behold th' inexorable hoar forgot I 
And to forget it the chief aim of life, ■ 
Though well to ponder it is life's chief end. 

Is death, that ever ttreafning, ne'er vqiaolSy 
That all-important, and that onlj sore, SIS 

(Come when he will) an unexpected goest? 
Nay, though invited by the loudest calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpected still ; 
Thou;;h num'rous messeugers are sent before 
To warn his great arrival. What the cause, 389 
The wondrous cause, of this mystefious ill ? 
All heav'n looks down, astoaish'd at the sight. 

Is it that life has sown her joys so thick. 
We can't thrust in a single care between ? 
Is it that life has such a swarm of cares, 38S 

The thought of death can't enter for the throng? 
Is it that time steals on with downy feet, 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream? 
To-day Is so like yesterday it cheats : 
We take the lying sister for the same. 400 

Life glides away, Lorenzo, like a brook, 
^or ever changing, unperceived the change. 
In the same brook none ever bathed him twice; 
To the same life none over t;vice awoke. 
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W« call Hnb brook the tame; the same wc think 

Onr life, duxigh still more rapid in its flow ; 406 

Nor inaik the much, imyocably l^;Med, 

And mingled with die SMu Or shall we saj 

(Retaining still ihe farodc to hmr ns on,) 

That life is like a Tesselte Am stream? 410 

In life embaik'd, we smoodilj down the tide 

Of time descend, but not on time intent ; 

Amnsed, uncoosdoot of dw gliding waw; 

Till on a sodden we perceive a shock:. 

We start, awake, look oat; what see we dien? 41S 

Our brittle bark is burst on Charon's shore. 

Is this the cause death flies all human thoof^? 
Or is it judgment, by the will struck blind, 
Thatdomineerii^ mistress of the soul ! / 

Like him so strong, by Delilah the feir f 4S0 

Or 19 it fear turns startled reason back. 
From looking down a precipice so steep? 
'Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wisely placed, 
By nature, conscious of the make of man. 
A dreadful frieud it is, a terror kind, ' 4S5 

A flamiog sword, to guard the tree of life. 
By that unawed, in life's most smiling hour. 
The good man would repine ; would suffer joys. 
And bum in^tient for his promised skies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 490 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein; 
Bound o'er the barrier, rush into the dark. 
And mar the schemes of Providence below. 

Wliat groan was that, Lorenzo? — ^Furies ! rise ; 
And drown in your less execrable yell, 435 

Britannia's shame. There took her gloomy flight. 
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul, 
Blasted from hell, with horrid lust of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, &e gallant AJUassiiQBkVk ' ^' 
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So calPd, to tfKMigiit,— and then he fled ^le field. ^T 

Less base the fear of death than fear of life. 4^ 

O Britain! infemoos for suicide ! ^^ 

An island, in fbj manners, &r dIsyoinM 

From the whole world of ratioiials beside ! 

In ambient waves plunge ftsf poUuled head» 4tf 

Wa^ the dhe stain, nor shock the eontineDt 

But thou be shock'd, while I detect the ccoM 
Of self-assault, expose the monster's birth. 
And bid abhorrence hiss it round the woild. 
Blame npt fliy clime, nor chide tiie distant nn; 4SI 
The son is innocent, thy clime absolved ; 

-V Immoral climes kind nature never made. 
The cause I sing in Eden might prevaU; 
And proves it is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The soul of man, (let man in homage bovr 46S 
Who names his soul,) a native of the skies! 
High-bom and free, her freedom should wMtintata^ 
Unsold, unmor^aged for earth^s little bribes. 
Th* illustrious stranger, in this foreign landy 
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity, -461 

Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of earth suspicious, earth's enchanted cop 
With cool reserve light touching, should indulge 

^ On immortality her godlike triste ; [there. 

fbere take large draughts; make her chief banquet 
But some reject this sustenance divine ; 4G( 

To be^arly vile appetites descend ; 
Ask alms of earth for guests that came from heav^; 
Sink into slaves ; and sell for present hire 
l^ir rich reversion, and (what shares ita fete) 41f 
'fljieir native freedom to the prince who away* 
' This nether worid. And when his payment! fefl. 
When his foul basket gorges them no more, 
Or their paWd Tf»aAa\cs \o^^<i ^<ii V>vkVft\ fuH^ 
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Are inst&nttyf with wild demoniac rage, 475 

For breaking all the chains of Providence f 

And bursting their confinenie;it, thoagh fast barred 

By laws divine and human ; guarded strongy. ^ . 

With horrors doubled to defend the pass, 

The blackest, nature or dire guilt can raise ; 489 

And moated round with fathomless destruction, 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fedlJ . . 

Such, Britons ! is the cause, to you unknown^ 
Or, worse, o'erlook'd ; o*erlook'd by magistrates. 
Thus criminals themselves. I grant the deed 485 
Is madness; but the madness of the heart 
And what is that ? Our utmost bound of guilt 
A sensual unreflecting life is big 
With mcxistrous births ; and suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold, to break 490 
Heav^n^s law supreme, and desperately rush 
Through sacred nature's murder on their own. 
Because they never think of death, they die. 
'Tis equally man^s duty, glory, gain, . , . 
At once to shun and meditate his end. ^ " 495 

When by the bed of languishment vrk sit, 
(The seat of wisdom ! if our choice, not fete) 
Or o'er our dying friends in anguish hang. 
Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head, 
Number their moments, and in ev'ry clock 500 

Start at the vcHce of an eternity ; 
See the dim lamp of life just feebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze. 
Then sink again, and quiver into death, 
That most pathetic herald of our own ; 505 

How read we such sad scenes ? As sent to man 
In perfect vengeance? No; in pity sent. 
To melt him down, like wax, and then impress, 
Indelible, death's image on his Yi««.tI\ 

9 ^ "^ * 
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Bkcding lor oflien, trembliog (or hiiDidC 510 

We bleed, we tremble, we kxget, we jbhIa. . 

The mmd tuins fiml heSon the cheek is dij. 

Our qaicfc-retanuog fbUy cancels all; 

As the tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands, and smooth's the letter'd ilM»ik - 

Lorenzo! hast thoa erer weigh'd a sigh? Sit 
Or studied the philosophy of tears? 
(A science jet unlectnred in oar schoobJ) '-' 
Hast thoa descended deep into the breasty , 
And seen their source? If not, descend with ne, Ol 
And trace these briny riv'lets to their spriqgt. 

Our fim*ral tears from difi'rcnt causes riaec 
As if from separate cisterns in the soal. 
Of varioos kinds they fl6w. From tend» ksartiv 
By soft contagion call'd, some burst at once, 5M^ » 
And stream obsequious to the leading aye. . . , ,g. 
Some ask more time, by curious art distilPdct 
Some hearts, in secret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the magic of the public eye. 
Like Moses' smitten rock, gush out amain. £3i 

Some weep to share the fame of the deceased. 
So high in merit, and to them so dear : 
They dwell on praises which they think they ahaie ; 
And thus, without a blush, commend thenoselv'es. 
Some mourn in proof that something they could kwe: 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but show. 536 
Some ifeep in perfect justice to the dead, 
As conscious all their love is ia^arre&r. 
Some mischievously weep, not unapprised. 
Tears sometimes aid the conquest of an eye. 
j/Vith what address the soft Ephesians draw 
Their sable net-work o'er entangled hearts ! 
As^teen through crystal, how their roses glotr, 
4VhiIe liqukl pearl runs trvckUu* down their ck 
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Of hers not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 545 
Carousing g«ms, herself dissolved in love. 
Some weep at death, abstracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, then* own decease. 
By kind construction acwoe are deemed to weep, 
fBecause a decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

Some weep in earnest, and yet weep in vain : 
As deep in indiscretioo as in wo. 
Passion, blind passion, impotently pours 
Tears that deserve more tears, while Reasim sleeps, 
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcerned, 555 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the stonn ; 
Knows not it speak* to hut^ jand her alone. ^ 
IrralTonals all sorrow are beneath, ^ 

That noble gift ! that privilege of man ! 
From 8onow*8 pang, the birth of endless joy. 560 
But these are bsErren of that birth divine i 
They weep impetuous as the summer storm. 
And full as short ! the cruel grief socndi tamed, 
They make a pastime of the stingless tale ; 
Far as the deep-resounding knell, they spread 565 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more : ^ . 
No gain of wisdom pays them for their wgC 

Half round the globe, the tears pumpM up by 
Are spent in watering vanities of life ; [death 

In mdcii^ folly flourish still more fair. 570 

When the sick soul, her wonted stay withdrawn. 
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust. 
Instead of learning there her true support, 
Tho' there thrown down her true support to learn. 
Without Hcav'n's aid, impatient to be blest, 575 
She crawls to the next shrub or bramble vile, 
TTiough from the stately cedar's arms she fell ; 
With stale forsworn embraces clings anew. 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, as before^ « 
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In ail tiisfinudcas fopperies of lifi; M 

Presents her weed, weU fended^ at Om btOp 
And raffles ibr the death's-head on Ilia xiof. 

So wept Aurelia, till the destined yondi 
Stept in with his receipt lor makian; ainiki« 
And blanching sables into bridal bloom. M 

So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa's Cste, 
Who gave that angel boj on whom be donts; 
And died to give him, orphan^ in hie biiik ! 
Not svcfa, Nardfca.'^ny distreAjfor.tha^ r- 
m make an altar of %safered tomb, M 

To sacrifice to wisdom. What wast thoa f 
* Young, gaj, and fortunate t* Each yields n Aia^t 
ni dwell on each, to shun thought more seifara; 
(^ea▼'n knows I labourwith severer still !) 
m dwell on each, and quite exhansi ti^ dan& W 
A soul without re6ection, like a pile 
^thout inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
« And, first, thy youth : what says it to grey hahi I 
Ifarcissa, I'm become thy pupil now, — 680 

Early, bright, transient, chaste, as morning deWt 
She sparkled, was exhaled, and went to heav'n. 
Time on this head has snow'd, yet still 'tis boma 
Aloft, nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with shame I speak it, age severe 
Old worn-out vice sets down for virtue fair ; OQI 
With graceless gravity chastising youth. 
That youth chastis'd surpassing in a fault, 
Father of all, foigetfuhicss of death ^^' 
As if, like objects pressing on the sight. 
Death had advanced too near us to be seen ; 610 
Or that life's loan time ripen'd into right, 
And men might plead prescription from the graye i 
Deathless, from repetition of reprieve, 
deathless ? far from it ! such arc dead already ; 614 
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Their hearts are boned, and tiie world their gr^fem 
Tell me, tome god I my guardian angel, tell i 
What thus in&taates ? what enchantment plaata 
The phantom of an age Hwixt as and death, 
Already at the door ? He knocks ; we hear. 
And jet we will not hear. What mail defends 620^ 
Our untouched hearts ? what miracle tarns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thoasand quiven 
Is daily darted, and is daily 8hunn*d f 
We stand, as in a battle, dirongs on tfarmgi 
Around us falling, wounded oft ourselves ; iHB 

Though bleeding with our wounds, immortal stUl ! 
We see time's furrows on anotiier's brow. 
And death, intrench*d, preparing his assault : 
How few themselves in that just mirror see .' 
Or, seeing, draw their inference as strong ! 690 

'^fhcre death is certain ; doubtful here : he must, - 
And soon : we may, within an age, expire. 
Though grey our heads, our thoughlB and aims are 

green! 
i.ike damaged clocks, whose hand and bell dissent ; 
Folly sings six, while nature points at twelve. 635 

Absurd longevity ! More, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more trash of ev*iy kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when relish fiub f . 
Object and appetite must club for joy; 
Shall foUy labour hard to mend the bow, 640 

Baubles, I mean, that strike us from without, 
AVhile nature is relaxing ev'iy string? 
Ask thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the soul, when this life's rattles cease. 
Has nothing of more mgoly to succeed ? 645 

C-ont!-act tlM! taste immortal » Icam e'en now 
To relish what alone subsists hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth, your jov? for ever. 
9* 
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or age the gloTf it, to wuh to Ae : 

That wbh is praiae and pramite ; it a|iplMidi 681 

]^9t lifis, and proniaes oar fiiliire bfiaa. 

What weakneaa see not chfldmin liMir WW ! 

Grand-climacterical absarditiea ! 

Grej-hair'd authority, to Auilts of jonlh 

Hovr rixKking ! it maicea ibUy thrice « fool ; W 

And oar first childhood migfat oar last flmtif^m. 

Peace and esteem is all tfiat age can hope ; 

Nothing bat wisdom gives the fiist; die laat 

Nothing bat the repote of being wise. 

Folly bars both : oar age is quite ondonb. 

What foUy can be ranker ? like oar l~ 
Oar wishes lejigdKn as our son dfidines. 
No wish should loiter, then, this side the gittve. 
Our hearts should leave the worid befote Iba I 
Calls for our carcases to mend the soiL MS 

Enough to live in tempest, die in port; « 

Age diould fly concourse, cover in retreat 
Defects of judgment, and the will's subdae ; 
Walk thoughtful on the silent solemn diore 
Of that vast ocean it must sail so soon, 670 

And put good works on board, and wait the wind 
That shortly blows us into worlds unknown : 
If uncoosider'd, too, a dreadful scene ! 

All should be prophets to themselves ; foietea 
Their future hte ; their future fate foretaste : 675 
This art would waste the bitterness of death. 
The thought of death alone the fear destroys ? 
A disafiiection to that precious thought 
Is wore than midnight darkness on the soul. 
Which sleeps beneath it on a precipice, 666 

PoflPd off by the first blast, and lost for ever. 

Dost ask, Lorenzo, why so warmly prest. 
By repotition hamroer'd on thine ear^ 
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The thought of death? That thought if the madii&e. 
The grand machine, that heares us from the doet. 
And rean us into men! That thought ply'd home. 
Will floon rednce the gfalkstly pncipke 
0*erhanging hell, Mil aoften &e descent. 
And gendy slope our passage to Ihe grave. 
How warmly to be wisfaM ! what heart of flesh 690 
Would trifle With tremendons? dare eoctremes ? 
Yawn o*er the fate of inibite ? what hand. 
Beyond die blackest brand of censure bdd, 
(To speak a language too well known t6 thee) 
Would at a moment give its all to chance, 685 

And stamp the die for an eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep pace 
With destiny, and ere her scissors cat 
My diread of life, to break &is tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 900 

^ting thou my slumbering reasbn to send Ibitii . 
A thought of observatioii on the foe ; 
To sally, and survey the rapid march 
Of his ten tiiousand messengers to man : 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all. 706 
Ail accident apart, by nature sign'd. 
My warrant is gone out, though dormant yat ; 
Perhaps behind one moment huks my &te. 
• Must I then forward only look for death ? 
Backward I turn mine eye, and |bd him there. 710 
Man is a self-survivor ev»ry year. 
Man, like a stream, is in perpetoal flow. 
Death's a destroyer of quotidian prey : 
My youth, my noontide, his ; my yesterday ; 
The bold invader shares the present hour. 715 

Each moment on the former shuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decrease, 
And cradles rock us nearer to tb« tomb. 
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Oar birtli is no&ing bat oar death begim. 

As tapers waste that instant thej take fir*. TM 

Shall we (bea fear, lest dut riKmld coma to frnt. 
Which comes to pass each moment of oar lifm^f 
If fear we must, let that death torn as pole 
Which murders stren^ and ardoor ; what raimiH 
Should rather call on death, than dread his colL 115 
Te partners of mj fault,' and mj decline ! [kadi 
Thoughtless of death, but when yoar ndglibQi^a 
(Rude visitant) knocks hard at yoor dnli aeoNt 
And with its Sunder scarce obtains jcnr ear I 
Be death your theme in ev'iy place and honr ; - 191 
Nor longer want, 3rc monumental sires, 
A brother-tortib to tell you, yon shall die. 
That death you dread, (so great is nature^ skSl!} 
Knovi^ you shall court before you shall enjojy. 

But you are leam'd ; in volumes deep jte ait; 19. 
In wisdom shallow : Pompous i«rnoranoe { ' *. 

Would you be still more learned thaa-tfia.ieuni*d?' 
Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
And what that knowledge which impairs joor sense. 
Our needful knowledge, liku ovr needful food> 740 
Unhedpr'd, lies open in lil»i's cnnimon field* 
And bidi all welcome to the vital feast. 
You scorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature and experience, moral truth ; 
Of indispensable, eternal fruit ; 745 

Fruit on which mortals, f«edino:, tuni 1o gods ; 
And dive in science for disting,-uish'd names. 
Dishonest fomentation of your pride, 
Sinking in virtue as you rise in funic. 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, nfllbrds 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undcvout, 
Frozen at heart, while speculation shines. 
Awake, ye curious indagators^ fond 
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Of knowing all, but what avails 70a known. 

IfyouwouklleamdeaA^B character, attend. 755 

All casts of condnct, all degnet of health, 

All dies of Maiie, and all dates of aget 

Together shook in his impartial Bni» 

Come fcnrdi at ivadom; ot^ if dwioe is made, 

The choice is quite sarcastic, and insalts ■ f&^ 

AU bold oonjecture and find hc^s of man. 

What countlees mnltitades not only leaive. 

But deeply disappoint us by their deaths ! 

Though great our sorrow, greater our sorprissw 

lake other tyrants death' delights to smite, 
What, smitten, most proclaims the pride of pow'r, 
And arbitrarf nod. His joy supreme, 7^7 

To bid the wretdi sunrire tiie fortunate ; 
And feeble wrap th' athletic in his shroud; 
And weeping &thexls build their children's tomb« 
Me thine, Narciasa !— What though short thy date? 
Virtue, j9tt idling suns, the mind matures. 
That life ii knig whidi answers life's great end. 
That time that bears no fiiiit deserves no name. 
The man of wisdom is th^ man of years. 776 

In hoary youth Methusalems may die ; 
O how misdated on their flatt'ring tombs ! 

Narcissa's youth has lectured me thus fat : 
And can her gaiety give counsel too ? 
That like die Jew's tamed oracle of gems, 785 

Sparkles instruction; such as throws new light. 
And opens more the character of death, 
III known to thee, Lorenzo ! This thy vaunt : 
• Give death his due, the wretched and the M ; 
E'en let him sweep his rubbish to the grave ; 785 
Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 
But own man bom to live as well as die.' 
Wretched and old thou giv'st him : young and ^^ 
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He takes ; and plunder is a fyranf s joy. 

What if I prove, * The fartbest from Ibm Umt M 

Are often nearest to the stroke of fitte ?* 

AH more than common, menaces an end* 
. A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers should emit a flame. 
Glad spirits sparkled from Niaorcissa's eje, W 

And made youth younger, and taogfat life to fiWi • 
As nature> (^posites wage endless waiv .. 
For this oflfence, as treason to the deep 
Inviolable stupor of bis reign, 
MHiere lust, and turbulent ambition, liaepf ■ M 
Death took swift vengeance. As he lile detetll» 
More life is still more odious ; .and reduced 
By conquest, aggrandizes more his powr'r. . 
But wherefore aggrandiied ? By Heavanns Jmjm, 
To plant the soul on her eternal gaaid». , .MS 
In awful expectation of our end. 
Thus runs death's dread commission ; ' Strike, but io^ 
As most alarms the living by the dead.' 
Hence stratagem delights him, and snipriset 
And cruel sport with man's securities. 810 

Not simple conquest, triumph is his aim ; 
And where least feared, there conquest triumpbi 
This proves my bold assertion not too bold, [moat 

What are his arts to lay our fears asleep ? 
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up 815 

lu deep dissimulation's darkest night. 
Like princes luiconfessM in foreign courts, 
WTio travel )mder cover, death assumes 
The name and look of life, and dwells among us; 
He takes all shapes that serve his black desigiifl : 821 
Though master of a wider empire far 
Than that o'er which the Romau eagle flew. 
Like Nero, he's a fiddler, charioteer ; .. V 
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Or drives his phaeton in female guise ; 
Quite unsuspected, till the wheel beneath 825 

His disarrayM oblation he devours. 

He most affects the forms least like himself, 
His slender self: hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and sleek cKsgnise. 
Behind the rosy bloom he loves to lurk, 830 

Or ambush in a nnlle ; or, wantoo, dive 
In dimples deep.: Lovers eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and sink them in despair. 
Such on Narcissa's couch he loiter*d long 
Unknown, and when detected, still was seen 835 
To smile ; such peace has innocence in death ! 

Most happy they ! whom least his arts deceive. 
One eye on death, and one full fix'd on heaven, 
Becomes a mortal and immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piqued and jealous spy, 840 
IVe seen, or dreamM I saw, the tyrant dress, 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his smiles. 
Say, muse, for thou remember'st, call it back. 
And show Lorenzo the surprising scene ; 
If Hwas a dream, his genius can explain. 845 

*Twas in a circle ofihe gay I stood; 
Death would have enterM; Nature push'dhim back; 
Supported by a doctor of renown. 
His point he gain'd ; then artfully dismissed 
The sage ; for Death designM to be coaceaPd. 850 
He gave an old vivacious usurer 
His meagre aspect, and his naked bones ; 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey. 
A pamperM spendthrift, whose fantastic air, 
Well-fashion'd figure, and cockaded brow ; 855 
He took in change, and underneath theia>ridp 
Of costly linen tuck'd his filthy shroud. V^ 
His crooked bow he straio^htea*d to a <wblS 
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And hid Ut deadly abafti in Mjni^scgjii « 

The dwdfiil aaaqiiefdwy thoaagrfyfy^ i^. 
OataalliMOfeiadreBtiiret. Adcywuimft? 
WheraiilwiMt? For hii peculwr hMmts , 
Let tills Mificci ; am m night feUcffP» day. 
Death tieada mFlea8iii«*sfootslsp»i«n»d tfiawoM 
When Pleasure tigada the pathawhiABniMUil^Pli 
When against Beasoo» Riot shata tiie doocv W 
And Gaietf sappliBa ti» plioa of Soiaa* 
Then foremoit, at th^ banquet and the Ihj^ 
Deadi leads ti» dance, or staMips tho dMdiHlKftl 
Nor ever friU the midnight bowl to mj i >m HI 
Gail J caioiiiiBg to his gay compeen. 
Inly he laaghe to see them laugh at hiai^ 
Asaboentiar; and whea the xefd b«M» 
Yfhoi Fear is banish'd, and trinrnphmiit HtmKljiK-^ 
CaBingfivaUtiie joys beneath the mooii^ W 

Against him turns tiie key, and badfc hiaar aqp 
With their ptogenitors— lie drops his msuA* 
Frowns out at full ; they start, deqpeir« ezpifa. 
Scarce with moce sudden terror and nemi iae 
From his black mask of nitre, tooqh'd by fin, M 
He bursts, expands, roars, blaies, and dflStoim^ 
And is not ttus triumphant treachery. 
And more than single conquest in tha fiends 
And DOW, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy aoal 
la soft security, because unknown |K 

Which moment is commission^ to destroy ? 
In death's uncertamty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain? therefore thou be fix*<l^ 
Fix*d as a aentviel, all eye, all ear, 
AU expectation of the coming foe. iH 

Rouse, stand m arms, nor lean against diy epeai^ 
Lest slumber steal one moment o*er thy aoo). 
And Fate sarpnae thee nodding. Watch, bet 
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Thus give each day the merit and ronowa 
Of dying well, though doomed but once to die. 895 
Nor let life's period, hidden (as from most) 
Hide, loo, firom thee the predoufl use of life. 

Early, not sudden, was Nardssa's fata : 
Soon, not suiprisng, Death his Tisit paid : 
Her thought went forth to meet him OD his way, 900 
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 
Though Fortune, too, (our third and final tfaeoM) 
As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes. 
And ev'ry glitt'ring gewgaw, on her sight, 
To daule and debauch it from its mark. 905 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man, 
And every thought that misses it is blind. 
Fortune with Youth and Gaiety conspire^ 
To weave a triple wreath of happiness 
(If happiness on earth) to crown her brow. 910 
And could Death charge thro' such a shining shieMf 
That shining shield invites the tjrrant's spear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 
And strongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is prosperity ! 91fi 

How, comet-like, it threatens while it shines ! 
Few years but yield us proofs of DeathPs andiiticn. 
To cull his victims from tiie fairest fold. 
And sheathe his shafts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o^er OH 
With recent honours, bloom'd with eT'zybliii, 
Set up in ostentation, made the gate. 
The gaudy centre, of the public eye ; 
AVhcn Fortune thus has toss'd her child in air, 
Snatch'd from the covert of an humble state, 9(15 
How oflen have I seen him dropt at once, 
Our morning's envy, and our evening's s^ ! 
As if her bounties wore the signal given. 
10 
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The flow*K7 wreath, to mark the sacrifice» 

And call death^s arrows on the destined prey. 99D 

High ibrtune seems in cruel league with fate. 
Ask yoa for what ? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illustrioiu spoil ; 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And l)ums Lorenzo still for the sublime 935 

Of life ? to hang his airy nest on high. 
On the slight timber of the topmovt bough, 
Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fall .' 
Granting grim Death at equal distance there ; 
Yet peace b^ns just where ambition ends. 940 

What makes man wretched ? happiness denied ? 
Lorenzo ! no, \i» happiness disduiiiM. 
She comes too meanly drcssM to win our smile. 
And calls herself Content, a homely name ; 
Our flame is transport, and content our scorn. 945 
Amliition turns, and shuts the door against her. 
And \ved.s a toil, a tempest, in her stead ; 
A ttiji{)o<t to warm transport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal state admits. 
Life's nioJi'SJ joys we ruin while we raise, 950 

And all our ecstasies are wound? to peace ; 
PtiiLO, the full portion of mankind Ixlow. 

Aiul sin«:o thy peace is dear, ambitious youth ! 
Of fijrtu'K' ibad I as lliou2:htless of thy futc ! 
As Uto I drew Death's picture, to &tir up S55 

Tny wlidlesome fears, now, dniwn in contrast, aee 
(ia} r'ortune's, tliy vain lioi>es to cepriinand. 
See, lijs;h in air the sponive goddt- ss hangs, 
UrI.cks hi-r casket, spreads herglitt'ring ware. 
And valis the giddy winds to put! abroad 9G0 

Her rand(mi lx>unties o'er the jraping throng. 
All rush rapacious ; friiiids o'«t trudden friend?, 
^ODS o'er tlicir father*, su''jert> oVr their kings. 
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Priests o*er their gods, and lovers o*er the fair, 
(Still more adored) to snatch the golden showV. 

Gdd glitters most where virtue shines no more; 966 
As stars firom absent suns have leave to shine. 
O what a predoui pack of votaries, 
Unkennell'd from the prisons and the stews, 
Four in, all op*nii^ in their idol*s praise ! 970 

All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morsel on morsel swallow down unchewM, 
Untasted, through mad appetite for more ; 
Gorged to the throat, jet lean and rav'nous still : 
Sagacious all to trace the smallest game, 976 

And bold to seize the greatest. If (blest chance t) 
Court-zephyrs sweetly breathe, they launch, they fly 
O'er just, o*er sacred, all-forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning scent of place or pow*r. 
Staunch to the foot of lucre till thf^y die. 981 

Or if for men you take tliem, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates survey. 
With aim mismeasured, and impetuous speed, 
Some, darting, strike their ardrnt wish far off, 985 
Through fuiy to possess it : some succeed. 
But stumble and let fall the taken prize. 
From some, by sudden blasts, 'tis whirl'd away. 
And lodged in bosoms that ne'er dream'd of gain. 
To some it sticks so close, that, when torn off, 990 
Tom is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'cr-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
Together some (unhappy rivals.') seize. 
And rend abundance into poverty ; 995 

Loud croaks the ravoii of the law, and smiles ; 
Smiles too the goddoss ; but smiles most at those 
(Just victims of exorbitant desire I) 
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Who pertih tt flieir own request, and whcbnM • , 

Beneath her load of lavish gprants, e^Lpiie. IM ;. . ^ 

Fortune is famous for her numbers sl&in : *. 

The number small which happiness can bear. 
Though various for a while their fates, at last 
One curse involves them all ; at death's approabh 
All read their riches backward into loss, IQOi 

And mourn in just proportion to their stcnre. 

And death's approach (if orthodox mj uSf^ 
U hastened by tlie lure of fortune's smiles. 
And art thou still a glutton of bright gold ? 
And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin? IQIO 

Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow ; 
A blow which, while it executes, alanns, 
And startles thousands with a single fall. 
As wbon some stately growth of oak, or pine, 1014 
Which nods alofl, and proudly spreads fa«r shadt^ 
The sun's defiance, and the flock's defence. 
By the strong strokes of lab'ring hinds subdoed, 
Loud groans her last, and, rushing from her hejghlt 
In cumbrous ruin thunders to the ground ; 
The conscious forest trembles at the shock, 1090 

And hill, and stream, and distant dale resound. 

These high-aim'd darts of death, and these alone. 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full ; 
A quiver which, suspended in mid air. 
Or near heav'n's archer, in tlie zodiac, hung, 10X5 
(So could it be) should draw the public eye. 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A constellation awAil, yet benign. 
To guide the gay through liie's tempestuous ware. 
Nor suffer them to strike the common rock $ lOGK) 
* From greater danger to grow more secure. 
And, wrapt in happiness, foi^et their fate.' 

Lysander, happy past the conutLoalot^ 
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Was warn*d of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo*d the fair Aspasia ; she was kind : 1035 
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were blessed r 
All who knew envied, yet in envy loved. 
Can fancy ibiro more finish^ happiness ? 
Fix*d was the nnptial hour. Her stately dome 1039 
Roae on the toanding beach. The glittering spires 
Float in the wave, and break against the shore : 
So break those glittering shadows, human joys. 
The £uihles8 nooming smiled : he takes his leave, 
To re-embrace, in ecstasies, at eve. 1044 

The rising storm forbids. The news arrives ; 
Untold she saw it in her servaiit^s eye. 
She felt it seen (her heart was apt to feel ;) 
And, drowned, without the furious ocean*s aid. 
In suffocating sorrows, shares his tomb. 
Now round the sumptuous bridal monument 1050 
The guilty billows innocently roar. 
And the rough sailor, passing, drops a tear. 
A tear ! can tears suffice ? — ^but nut for me. 
How vain our eflTorts I and our arts how vain ! 
The distant train of thought I took, to shun, 1055 
Has thrown me on my fate. — These died t(^ther | 
Happy in ruin ! undivorced by death ! 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peace. — 
Narcissa, Pity bleeds at thought of thee ; 
Yet thou wast only near me, not myself. 1060 

Survive myself? — that cures all otlicr wo. 
Narcissa lives ; Philander is forgot 
O the soft cwnmerce ! O the tender ties. 
Close twisted with the fibres of die heart ! 1064 

Which broken, break them, and drain off the soul 
Of hiUBan joy, and make it pain to live. — 
\nd is it then to live ? when such friends part, 
Tis the survivor dies. — My heart ! no more. 
10* 
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FEW ages have been deeper in dispute about !•• 
ligioD than this. The dispute about religioa* sod 
die practice of it, seldom eo together. TSe dioiter 
therefore the dispute, the better. I think it nwj ba 
reduced to this smgle question. Is man Jm m o r kiif 
or Is he not? If he is not, all our disputes ue inert 
amusements, or trials of skill. In this case, txutfit 
reason, religion, which give our discourses ndi 
pomp and solemnity, are (as will be shown) men 
empty sounds, without any meaning in than. But 
if man is immortal, it will behoove him to be veiy 
serious about eternal consequences ; or, in otter 
words, to be truly religious. And this great ftmda- 
mentel truth, uncstablished, or unawakened in die 
minds of men, is, I conceive, the real source end 
anpport of all our infidelity ; how remote soever die 
particular objections advanced may seem to be 
from it. 

Sensible appearances affect most men much more 
than abstract reasonings ; and wc daily see bodiae 
drop around us, but the soul is invisible. The power 
which inclination has over the judgment, is greater 
than can be well conceived by those who have not 
had an experience of it ; and of what unmben to it 
the sad intorost, that souls should not survive ! The 
Heathen world confessed, tiiat they rather helped 
than firnily bcli(-v(;d immortality ! and how many 
Heathens have wc still amongst us! The sacred page 
assures us, that life and immortality are broufpitto 
light by the Go>f>el : but by how many is the Gospel 
rtjectcd or ovei looked! From these coosideratioov* 
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and from my being, accidentally, privy to the senti- 
ments of some particular persons, I have been long: 
persuaded, tiiat most, if not all, our infidels, (what- 
crer name they take, and whatever scheme, for ar<^- 
ment'f sake, and to keep themselves in countenance, 
they patrooixe) are supported in their deplorable 
eiror t>y 8<»ie doubt of their immortality, at the 
bottom. And I am satisfied, that men once thorou{i;h • 
ly convinced of their immortalihr, are not far frcm 
being Christians. For it is hard to c<Hiceive, that a 
man fully conscious eternal pain or happiness will 
certainly be his lot, should not earnestly, and im- 
partially, inquire after the surest means of cscap- 
lug the one and securing the other. And of such an 
earnest and impartial inquiry, I well know the c(»i- 
sequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this most fundamental 
truth, some plain arguments are offered ; arguments 
derived from principles which infidels admit in com- 
mon with believers ; arguments which appear to me 
altogether irresistible ; and such as, I am satisfied, 
will have great weight with all who give themselves 
the small trouble of looking seriously into their own 
bosoms, and of observing, with any tolerable degree 
of attention, what daily passes round about them ia 
the world. — If some argumrnts shall here occur 
which others have declined, they are submitted, 
with all deference, to better judgments in this, of 
all points the moat important. For, as to the being 
of a GOD, that is no longer disj^utcd ; but it is un- 
disputed for this reason onl}-, viz. l>ecause, where " 
the least pretence to reason is admitted, it mubt for 
ever be iodisputable. And, of consequence, no man 
can be betrayed into a dispute of that nature by 
vanity, which has a principal share m animating: our 
modem combatants against other articles of oor 
belief: 
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THE COMPLAINT. /^^; 

NIGHT VI. 

THE mriDEL RECLAIMED. 

IN TWO PARTS. 

Contaiiiing the Nature, Proof, and Importaiioe of 
Immortality. 

PART I. 

Where, among other Things, Glory and Riches tn 
particularly considered. 



Inscribed iotheRt. Hon. Henry Pdham, 

SHE* (for I know not yet her name in heav'n) 
Not early, like Narcissa, left the scene, 
Nor sudden, like Philander. What avail ? 
This seeming mitii^ation but inflames : 
This fancied medicine heightens the diseage. 5 

The longer known, the closer still she grew ; 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine which extorts. 
By ttrdy pre«ure*8 still-increasing weight. 
From hardest hearts confession of distress. 10 

O the long dark approach, thiough years of paiot 
Death's galPiy ! (might I dare to call it so) 

* Referring to JSTight the Fifth, 
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With fallal doubt and sable terror hung, 
Stfck Hope's pale lamp its only g-Iimm'ring raj : 
There, Fate my mehtBcholy walk ordain*d, 15 

Foibid Self-love itself to Batter, there. 
How oft I gaied prophetically tad ! 
How oft I taw her dead, while yet in tmiles ! 
In smiles she mnk her grief to lessen mine : 
She spoke me comfort, and increased my paui. SO 
Like powerful annics, trenching at a town, 
By slow and silent, but resistless sap. 
In his pale progress gently gaining ground, • 

Death utged his deadly siege ; in spite of art» 
Of all the balmy blessings Nature lends fi& 

To succour frail huHiani^. Ye Stars ! 
(Not now first made familiar to my sight) 
And thou, O Moon ! bear witness ; many a night 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head. 
Tied down my sore attention to the shock 30 

By ceaseless depredations on a life 
Dearer than that he left mc. Dreadful post 
Of observation ! darker ev*ry. hour ! 
Less dread the day that drove mc to the brink, 
And pointed at ctcrait)' below, Sfi 

When my soul thudder'd at futurity ; 
When, on a moment's point th' important dio 
Of life and death spun doubtful, ere it fell, 
And tom*d up life, my title to more wo. 

But why more wo ? More comfort let it be. 40 
Nothing is dead but that which wislt'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead but wretchedness and pain ; 
Nothing it dead but what encumbered, gall*d> 
Blocked up the pass, and barrM from real life. 
Where dwells that wish roost ardent of the wise ? 4». 
Too dark tho sun to sec it ; highest stars 
Too low to reach it; Death, groat Death i 
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0*er stars and sun triumphant, lands us tiiere. 

Nor dreadful our transition, thou^ the miiidy 
An artist at creating self-alarms, 9 

Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death*s portrait true ? the tyrant never sat 
Our sketch all random strokes, conjecture all ; 
Close shuts the grave, nor tells one single tale. 66 
Death and his image rising in the brain. 
Bear faint resemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear shakes the pencil ; Fancy loves excess ; 
Dark Ignorance is lavish of her shades ; 
And these the formidable picture draw. GO 

But grant the worst, 'tis past; new prospects rise, 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim. 
Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life ; 
Views that suspend our agonies in death. 66 

Wrapt in the thought of immortality. 
Wrapt in the single, the triumphant thought I 
Iwong life might lapse, age unperceivcd come (Hiy 
And find the soul unsated with her theme. 
Its iiuture, proof, importance, fire my song. 70 

O tliat my »oug could emulate my soul ! 
Like her, immortal. No ! — the soul disdains 
A mark so mean ; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endless apres (an outweigh an hour, 
Let not the laurel, but the palm, inspire. 76 

Thy nature. Immortality ! who knows f 
And yet who knows it nut? It is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter colour spun. 
And spun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian die, how black, how brittle here ! 80 
How short our correspondence with the sun ! 
And while it lasts inglorious ! Our best deeds. 
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How wanting in their weight ! Our highest joys, 

Shnall cocdialfl to npport as in oar pain, 

And give us strength to suffer. But how great 85 

To mingle int're&ts, converse, amities, 

With all the nos of reason, scatter'd wide 

Through hiabitaUa space, wherever bom. 

However endow'd ! To live free citizens 

Of universal nature ! to lay hold, 90 

By more than feeble faith, on the Supreme ! 

To call hcav*n*s rich unfathomable mines 

(Mines which support archangels in their state) 

Our own ! to rise in science as in bliss. 

Initiate in the secrets of the skies ! 95 

To read creation ; read its mighty plan 

In the bare bosom of the Deity ! 

The plan and execution to collate ! 

To see, before each glance of piercing thought. 

All cloud, all shadow, blown remote, and leave 100 

No mystery — ^but that of love divine. 

Which lifts us on the seraph^s flaming wing, 

From earth's Aceldama, this field of blood, 

Of inward anguish, and of outward ill. 

From darkness and from dust, to such a scene ! 105 

Love's element! true joy's illustrious home ! 

From earth's sad contrast (now deplored) more fair! 

What exquisite vicissitude of fate ! 

Bless'd absolution of our blackest hour ! 

Lorenzo, these are thoughts that make man man, 
The wise illumine, aggrandize the great 111 

How great, (while yet we tread the kindred clod. 
And ev'ry moment fear to sink beneath 
The clod we tread, soon trodden by our sons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of time's panoHi, 115 
To stop, and pause ; involved in high presifs 
Through the long vista of a thousand yearii 
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As ia a magiiifyii^ mirror Men, \^» 

Dplu^ QBttriiled, eleTate, divB»! "^ «. 

To prophegy o«r ofrn f uU iri ties ! ^ < ■-. ^ 

To gaie IB tiio«]gbt on wlMt all 1iMM«gM iMaMnM 
To talk, witfi fellow caadiiiatBS, of JS9« 
At iar beyond conception as desert, 
OhrseWeslh'astoDishMtalkeisandlkeiilct M 

Lorenio» swells % bosom at Ae tkngM ^ - 
The sweU becomes tbaa: 'tis an honest pridbw ^ 
Bevera tiigrsd^--and yet Ibyself despiaa. 
His nature no man can o'emte, and n(toa 
€to nnder-rate his merit Take good beed^ 111 
Nor tiieie be modest where thoo shoiildhMba pMiii 
Tint almost uniyersal error shun. 
How just our pride, when we briiold llMie hd^^f 
llbt those ambition paints in air, but dwae 
Reason points ont, and ardent viftne gains, fli 
And angels emulate. Our pride how just ! [qril 
When mount we? when these shadclea cast ? whift 
This cell of the creation ? this small nest, 
Stuck in a comer of the uoiTerse, 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud and finespun air? M 
Fine-spun to sense, but gross and feculent 
To souls celestial ; souls ordained to breathe 
Ambrosial gales, and drink a purer sky : 
Greatly triumphant on Time's farther shore, 
Wbeie virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arresn, 14S 
While Pomp imperial begs an alms of Peace. 

In empire hi^ or in proud science deep, 
Te bom of euih, on what can you confer. 
With half the dignity, with half the gain. 
The gust, ^ gk>w of rational delight, tS& 

' As on 1^ tiiena, which angels praise and sfann f 
Man's &•» and &voura are a tfieme in fae«?'B. 
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What wretched repetitioo cloys us herc ! 
What periodic potions for the lick I 
DistempeT'd bodies ! and distonper'd nundB ! 166 
In an eternity what ic^nes siwll striiM ! 
Adre nt ur e s tfaidcen ! nofelties saiprise ! 
What webs of wonder shall vnmvel there ! 
What fill! day pour on all the paAs of heav'n. 
And light th*Ahnigfa^«fool8tepa in fbe deep! 160 
How shall the blessed day of oar disdmgie 
Unwind, at once, Hhe la b yri n ths of FatSf 
And strai^ten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextingoishable thirst in man 
To know ; bow rich, how faU, oor banquet there ! 
There, not die monl world alone unfolds ; 166 

The world material, lately seen in shades, 
And in those shades by fragments only seen, 
And seen tiiose firasments by the lab*ring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illostrious and entire, 110 

Its ample sphere, its onifersal frame. 
In full dimensions, swells to the survey ; 
And enters, at one glance, die ravish*d sight. 
From some superior point (where, who can tell? 
Suffice it, *tis a point where gods reside) 1T5 

How shall the stranger man's ilhnnined eye, 
In the vast ocean of unboonded space. 
Behold an infinite of ik)ating worlds 
Divide the crj-stal waves of ether pure. 
In en'lless voyage, without port ! The least 180 
Of these disseminated orbs how great ! 
Gi^at as they are, what numbers these surpass. 
Huge as leviathap to that small race, 
lliosc twinkling multitudes of little life. 
He swallows unperceivcd ! Stupendous diese ! 165 
Vet wliat are these stupendous to the whole ? 
As particles, as atoms ill perceived : 

li ^ 
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As ciltnilatiiig globules in oar tmiis ; 
So vast the plan. Feconditf divine ! 

tnib'rant source ! peifaaps I wmig thee atilL 111 
. If admiration is a source of jojr, 
' What transport hence! jet this the leut in h&Kihx 
What this to that illustrions robe He WBnrs, i 
Who toss*d this mass of wonders from hi* hud 
A specimen, an earnest of his pow*r ! IK 

'Tis to that gloiy, whence all gloiy flowf. 
As the niead*s meanest floweret to die son 
Which gave it birth. Bat what, this San of hww^f 
This bliss supreme of the supremely blMt ? 
Death, only death, the question can reaoivie. 911 
By death cheap bought th* ideas of oar joj; 
Tike bare ideas ! solid happiness 
So distant from its shadow chased bekw. 

And chase we still die phantom tfaraogh the ftr% 
0*er bog, and brake, and precipice, till dewdi? Stf 
And toil we still for sublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 
Or, spider-like, spin out our precious all, 
Our more than vitals spin (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs SIO 

Of subtle thought and exquisite design, 
(Fine network of the brain !) to catch a fly ! 
The momentaiy buzz of vain renown ! 
A name ! a mortal immort^ity ! 
Or (meaner still) instead of grasping air, S15 

For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 
Drudge, sweat, through ev'ry shame, for ev'iy giin, 
For vile contaminating trash; throw up 
Our hope in hcav*n, our dignity with man, 
And deify the dirt matured to gold ? SIO 

Ambition, Av*rice, the two demons these 
Which goad through ev'ry slough our hamaQ heid. 



THE INFII»X RECLAIMED. 123 

Hard travelled from the cradle to the grave. 
How \<m the wretchei ftoop ! how steep they climb f 
These dtmont bum mankmd, but most possess 336 . 
Larenzo's bosom, and turn oot the aides. 

Is it in time to hide etemi^ ? 
And why not in an atom on the shore 
To cover ocean? or a mote, the son ? 
Glorjr and wealth ! have Ihey this blinding pow*r.' 
Whatif totiiemlproTe Loremoblind.^ 331 

Would it sorprise thee.^ Be thou then surprised; 
Thou neither know*st : their nature leam from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem, 
"What close connection ties them to my theme. 235. 
First, what is true ambition ? The pursuit 
Of glory nothing less than man can share. 
Were they as vain as gandty-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of self-applause. 
Their arts and conquests animals might boast, 240 
And claim their laurel crowns as well as we. 
But not celestial. Here we stand alone ; 
As in our form, distinct, pre-eminent 
If prooe in thought, our stature is our shame ; 
And man should blush, his forehead meets the 
skies. 345 

The visible and present are for brutes, 
A slender portion ! and a narrow bound ! 
These, Reason, with an energy divine. 
Overleaps, and claims the future and unseen : 
The vast unseen ! the future fathomless ! 250 

When the great soul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving gross Nature's sediments below, 
Tlicn, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The sage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Asserts his rank, and rises into man. 265 

This is ambition ; this is human fire. 
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Can parts, or place, (two bold pretenders !) imhi 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the thitx^? 

Genius and art, ambitioa^ii boasted wings, 
Oar boast but ill deserve. A feeble aid ! M 

Dedalian enginery ! If these alone 
Assist our flight, fame's flight is gloiy's fiadL 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er so big^ 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch when I behold, SV 

When I behold a genius bright, and bus. 
Of towering talents, and terrestrial aims; 
Methinks I see, as thrown from her high spbani. 
The glorious fragments of a soul immortal. 
With rubbish mix'd, and glitt'ring in the dust M 
Struck at the splendid melancholy sight. 
At once compaswon soft, and envy, ris e 
But wherefore envy ? Talents angeUbright, 
If wanting' worth, are shining instruments 
In false ambition's hand, to finish faults SVS 

Illustrious, and give infamy renown. 

(jlrcat ill is an achievement of great powen ; 
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray. 
Reason tlie means, affections choose our end ; 
Means have no merit, if our end amiss. 280 

If wrong our hearts, our iicads are right in vain : 
What is a Pclham's head to Pelham's heart .^ 
Hearts are proprietors of all ap])lause. 
Right ends and means mako wisdom : worldly wiae 
Is but half-witted, at its highest praise. 285 

Let genius then despair to make thee great ; 
Nor flatter staticm. Wliat is station high ? 
"Tis a proud mendicant ; it boasts and begs ; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng. 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 290 

Monarchs, and ministers, are awful names ; 
6 
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Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 

Religion, paUic order, both exact 

External homage, and a supple knee. 

To lieings pompously set up, to serve 205 

The meanest slave ; all more is merit's dna. 

Her sacred and inviolable rig^t; 

Nor ever paid the monardi, but die man. 

Our hearts ne'er- bow but to superior wt>6i ; 

Nor ever fail of their aUegianoe there. 900 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their aocounft, 

And vote the mantle into majesty. 

Let the small savage boast his silver fur ; 

His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought. 

His oivn, descending fairly from his sires. 305 

Shall man be proud to wear his liveiy, 

And souls in ermine scorn a soul without ? 

tJan place or lessen us or aggrandize ? 

Pigmies are pigmies still, though perch'd on Alps ; 

And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 310 

Each man makes his own stature, builds himself: 

Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids ; 

Her monuments shall last, when Egypt's fall. 

Of these sure truths dost thou demand the cause? 
The cause is lodged in immortality. 315 

Hear, and assent. Thy bosom bums for power ; 
IVhat station charms diec ? Til install thee there ; 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before wast something less than man. 
Has t)iy new post betray'd thee into pride ? 320 
That treach*rous pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which stafis or strings can raise. 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkness soars. 
From blindness bold, and towering to the skies. 335 
'Tis bom of ignorance, which knows not man : 
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An angel's second ; nor his second km§*. 

A Nero quitting his imperial throne, 

And courting glorj from tfw tinkling string, 

Bat faintly shadows an immortal soal, 330 

With empire's self, to pride, or rapture fired. 

If nobler motives minister no care. 

E'en vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worA is elevated place ; 'tis more ; 
It makes the po6t stand CMididate for thee : 33S 
Makes miwe than mcmarchs, makes an honest man ; 
Though no exchequer it commands, 'tis wealth ; 
And though it wears no riband, 'tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tfio' disgraced. 
Nor leave thee pendent on a master's smile. 340 
Other ambition nature inten^cts ; 
Nature proclaims it most absurd in man. 
By pointing at his origin, and end : 
Milk, and a swathe, at first his whole demand ; 
His whole domain, at last, a turf or stone ; 345 

To whom, between, a world may seem too small. 

Souls, truly great, dart forward on the wing 
Of just ambition, to the grand result. 
The curtain's fall. There, see the buskin'd chief 
Unshod behind tliis momentary scene ; 350 

Reduced to his own stature, low or high, 

, As vice, or virtue, sinks him, or sublimes ; 

i'And laugh at this fantastic mummery. 
This antic prelude of grotesque events. 
Where dwarfs are often stilted, and betray 355 
A littleness of soul by worlds o*cr-run, 
And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice 
To Christian pride ! which had with horror shock'd 
The darkest Pagans, offer'd to their gods. 

O Uiou most Christian enemy to peace ! 360 

Again in arms ? again provoking fate ? 
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That prince, and that alone, is truly gp:«at, '' : 
Who draws the sword reluctant, gladly sheathes; 
On empire boikii what en^re &r outweighs, 
And makes his throne a •cafiold to the skies. 965 

Why this so rare? Because foiigot of all % ^ ,i 
The day of death ; that venerable day, 
Which sits as judgv ; that day which shall pfODOonoe 
On all oar days, abaolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never shut thy thought against it ; 370 
Be levees ne*er so full, aflbrd it room. 
And give it audience in the cabinet 
That friend consulted (flatteries apart) 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great or mMih 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 3I& 
Is that ambition ? Then let flames diescend, f '■ 
Point to the centre their mverted spires. 
And leam humiliation flpom a soul 
Which boasts her lineage from celestial firs. 
Yet these are they the world pronounces wise ; 3M 
The world, which cancel's nature's right and wroc^, 
And casts new wisdom : e^en the grave man lends 
His solemn face to countenance the coin. 
Wisdom for parts is madness for the whc^e. 
This stamps the paradox, and gives us leave 386 
To call the wisest weak, the richest poor. 
The most ambitioas, unambitious, mean ; 
In triumph mean, and abject on a throne. 
V/^Iotbing can make it less than mad in man, 
y\ To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 380 

And give his soul her full unbounded flight, "^ y 
But reaching Him, who gave her wings to fly. 
^*When blind ambition quite mistakes her road. 
And downward pours for that which shines above. 
Substantial happiness, and true renown ; 395 

Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook, 
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We leap at Stan, and fiutcn in the mod ; 
At gloiy gratpf and sink in in&mj. 

Ambition ! powerful source of good and ill ! 
Thjr strength in man, like length of wii^ in biidii 
When disengaged from earth, with greater ean M 
And swifter flight transports us to the skiea { 
Bjr tojs entangled, or in guilt bemired. 
It turns a curse : it is our chain and soooige 
In this dark dungeon, where confined we liey 405 
Close grated by the sordid bars of seme ; 
All prospect of eternity shut out ; 
And, but for execution, ne^er set free. JLX 

With error in ambition justly chai^dCi 
Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealth f ' 410 

What if thy rental I refomi, and draw 
An inventory new to set thee right? 
Where thy true treasure ? Gold says, * Not in ma:* 
And * Not in me,* the diamond. Gold ia poor; 
Indians iosolrent : seek it in thyself, 415 

Seek in thy naked self, and find it there ; 
In being so descended, formed, endowM ; 
Sky43om, sky-guided, sky-returning race ! 
Erect, immortaJ, rational, divine ! 
In senses, which inherit earth and heavens ; 420 

Enjoy the various riches nature yields ; 
Far nobler, give the riches they enjoy ; 
Give taste to fruits, and harmony to groves ; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright are: 
Take in, at once, the landscape of the world 4X5 
At a small inlet, which a grain might close. 
And half create the wondrous world they see. 
Our sens(>s, as our reason, are divine. 
]?ut for the magic organ's powerful charm. 
Earth were a rude uncolour'd chaos still. 4S0 

Objects arc but tli' occasion ; ours th' exploit : 
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Oon is the ckOi, the pencil, and the paint. 

Which natore*8 adminble pictare draws. 

And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Miltoo'fl Etc, when suing on ft» lake, 4S5 

Man makes tfie netdileas fiiwyi man a dmir e s : 

Say then, shall man, his tfaoogfats all aent abroadv 

(Superior wonders in himself forgot) 

His admiration waste on objects round. 

When Heav*n makes him the sonl of all be sees? 

Absurd ! not imre ! so great, so mean, is man. 441 

What weahh in senses SBofa as these ! What wealth 
In fancj, fired to finrn a fitirer scene 
Than sense surveys .' In memoiy's firm record. 
Which, should it perish, could this world recall 446 
From the dark shadows of o'erwhelming years I 
In colours fresh, originally br^;ht. 
Preserve its portrait, and report its fcte ! 
What wealth in mteUect, that sov'reign pow*r ; 
Which sense and fimcy summons to the bar; 450 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the mass those underlings import, 
From their materials sifted and refined. 
And in truth^s balance accurately weigh'd, 
Fonns art and science, government and law; 4SS 
The solid basis, and the beauteous frame. 
The vitals and the grace of civil life ! 
And manners (sad exceptioo !) set aside. 
Strikes out, with master-hand, a copy &ir 
Of His idea, whose indulgent thought, 400 

Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, planned human bKn. 

What wealth in souls that soar, dive, range aioonc^ 
Disdaining limit, or from place or time ; 
And hear at once, in thoi^t extensive, hear 
Th* almighty fiat, and the trumpet's sound .' 465 
Bold, on creaiioo's outside walk, and view 

F 1 
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What was, and is, and more than e'er shall ba; 

Commuiding^, with omnipofeence of thougfaty 

Creations new in frncj** field to rise ! 

SobIs, tiiat can gvasp whate*er th* Abniglitjr mdlb 

And wander wild thronzfa things impoasable ! 411 

What wealth, in fiunilties of endless growth. 

In qnenchless passions violent to cim?«t 

In libertT to choose, in powV to reach. 

And in doratioi, (how thy riches rise!) 4IS 

Doration to perpetoate — boundless bliss } 

Ask yon, what pow*r resides in £eeble man 
That bliss to gain ? Is virtue's, then, unknown? 
Virtue, oar present peace, our future priic 
Man's unprecarioos natural estate, 4M 

Improreable at will, in rirtoe lies; 
Its tenure sure ; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap ! §at whit? 
To breed new wants and beggar us the more ; 
Then, make a richer scramble for the throng. 485 
Soon as this feeble pulse, wliich leaps so loi^ 
Almost by miracle, is tired with play. 
Like rubbish from displodii^ engines thrown, 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverse ; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 490 

New masters court, and call the former fools, 
(How justly !) for dependence on their stay. 
Wide scatter, first, our playthings ; then, our dust 

Dost court abundance for the sake of peace .^ 
Learn, and lament thy self-defeated scheme : 495 
Riches enable to be richer still ; 
And, richer still, what mortal can resist ? 
Thva wealth (a cruel ta8k-ma8!er!) enjoins 
New toils, succeeding toils, an ondless train ! 
And murders peace, which taught it first to shine. 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich, 501 
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Whose proud and painiiil pri?ilege it is, 
At OQce, to bear a double load of wo ; 
To feel the 8tin^ of envj and of want, 
Outrageous want ! both Indies cannot cure. £05 

A competence is vital to content 
Much wealth is oaqmlence, if not diaease ; 
Sick, or encnmbet'd, is our happiness. 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where heav'n can gire no mcao ! 510 
More, like a flash of water from a lock, 
Quickens our spirit*8 movement ibr an hour ; 
But soon its force is spent, nor rise our joys 
Above our native temper's common stream. 
Hence disappointment lurks in ev'iy priie, 515 
As bees in flow'rs, and stings us with success. 

The rich man who denies it proudly feigns. 
Nor knows the wise are privy to the lie. 
Much learning shows how little mortals know ; 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can ei^jpy : 590 
At best, it babies us with endless toys. 
And keeps us children till we drop to dust* 
As monkeys at a mirror stand amazed. 
They fail to find what they m plainly see ; 
Thus men, in shining riches, see the &ce 625 

Of happiness, nor know it is a shade. 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again. 
And wish, and wonder it is absent still. 

How few can rescue opulence fktxn want ! 
Who lives to nature rarely can be poor ; 590 

Who lives tc fancy never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt ; the man of gold, 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r: 
The man of reason smiles at her and death. 
O what a patrimony this ! A being 535 

Of such inherent strength and majesty. 
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Not world's potMH'd can nite it ; worlds deatffyjM 
CanH injure ; wbidi bdlds on its giorious coarse, 
When thine, OvNatore i ends; too blest to mcnm 
Creation's obsequies. What treasure this i MO 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal! Ages past, jet nothing gone ! 
Mom without eve ! a race without a goal ! 
Unshorten'd by progression infinite ! 
Futurity ftr ever future ! Life 545 

Beginning still, where computation ends ! 
^Tis the description of a deity ! 
'Tis the description of the meanest slave ! 
The meanest slave dares then Lorenzo scorn ? 
The meanest slave thy sov'reign gloiy shares. 559 
Proud youth .' festidious of thie lower world I 
Man's lawful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the lowest; is too great to find 
Inferiors ; all immortal ! brothers all ! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 555 

Immortal ! What can strike the sense so stroi^. 
As this the soul ? It thunders to the thought ; 
Reason amazes ; gratitude o'erwhelms ; 
No more we slumber on the brink of fate ; 
Roused at the sound, th' exulting soul ascends, 560 
And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us, 
Nor leaves one loit'ring thought beneath the stars. 

Has not Lorenzo's bosom caught the flame ? 565 
Immortal ! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy ! how would thrtmcs adore ! 
Because *tis common, is the blessing lost ? 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of Heav'n ! 
O vain, vain, vain, all else ! Eternity ! 570 

A glorious, and a needful refuge, that, 
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From vile imprisonment in abject views. 

'Tis immortali^, *tis that alone, 

Amid file's pains, abasements, emptiness, 

Hie soul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 575 

That only, and tbat amply, this peifonns ; 

Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above ; 

Their terror those, and these their lustre low ; 

Eieftiity depending, covers all ; 

Etemi^ depending, all achieves ; 580 

Sets earth at distance ; casts her into shades ; 

Bleiids her distinctions ; abrogates her pow'rs ; 

The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 

Fortune's dread frowns and fascinating smiles. 

Make one promiscuous and neglected heap, 585 

The man beneath ; if I may call him man. 

Whom immortality's full force inspires. 

Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought : 

Suns shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard. 

By minds quite conscious of their high descent, 590 

llicir present province and their future prize ; 

Divinely darting upward ev'ry wish. 

Warm on the wing, in glorious absence lost 

Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb, by some due distanced eye 595 
Were seen at once, her tow'ring Alps would sink. 
And levell'd Atlas leave an even sfjiere. 
Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire, 
Is swallow'd m eternity's vast round. 
To that stupendous view, when souls awake, 600 
So large of late, so mountainous to man. 
Time's toys subside ; and equal all below. 

Enthusiastic, this ? then all are weak. 
But rank enthusiasts. To dus godlike height 
Some souls have soar'd ; or mar^rs ne'er had bled: 
And all may do what baft bj Tnaii>M«Gk ^^sofc, ^»R» 
12 
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Who, beaten hj Aete sttbloiiaij itoiBHi 
BooiMUess, intermiiiAble jojs can we^i^ 
Unnptored, oMaulted, uniBflemed? 
What slaTe noblest, who from to-moROif^ dnr^ 
Eipecti an empire ? he foi^gets hia chain, €a 

And, throned in thought, his absent tcepCre warML 

And what a sceptre waits us ! what a tfuroiMi! 
Her own immense appointments to conqmlBy 
0^ comprehend her high prerogatirea, W 

In this her dark minoritj, how toils, 
How vainly pants the human soul ^viiie ! 
Too great tiia boonty seems for earthlj jogr. 
What heart but tiembles at so strange a bliMf 

In sptta'ofall the truths the muse has somg*, M 
Ne*er to be prized enough ! enough levolved ! 
Are there who wrap the world so close about ihai^ 
They see no farther than the clouds ? and danoa 
On heedless vanity's fantastic toe, • 
Till, 8tund>Iing at a straw, in their careeiv tfS 

Headlong they (dunge, where end both daaoa M 
Are ^re, Lorenzo? Is it possible? [*<*C^ 

Are there, on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a soul immortal in their breasts ; 
UnciHiscious as the mountain of its ore, CSO 

Or rock, of its inestimable gem ? 
When rocks shall melt, and mountains vanidi, tf>t^ 
Shall know their treasure, treasure then no mom. 

Are there (still more amazing !) who resist 
The rising thought ? who smother, in its birth, CSB 
The glorious truth ? who struggle to be brutea? 
Who through this bosom-barrier burst their waj. 
And, with reversed ambition, strive to sink ? 
Who labour downwards through th* opposing pow*X» 
Of instinct, reason, and the world against them, 640 
Ttf dismal hopes^ and ahfiU&t mtbft %V»^^k. 
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Of endless night? night darker than the grave*! ! 

Who fight the proofs of immortality? 

With horrid leal, and execrable arts, 

Work all their engines, level their black fires, 645 

To blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Than vital blood far dearer to flie wise) 

Blasphemers, and rank atheists to themselves? 

To contradict them, see all nature rise ! 
What object, what event, the moon beneath, 650 
But argues, or endears, an after scene ? 
To reason proves, or weds it to desire? 
All things proclaim it needful ; some advance 
One precious step beyond, and prove it sure. 
A thousand arguments swarm round my pen, 655 
From heav*n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 
By nature, as her common habit, worn ; 
So pressing Providence a truth to teach. 
Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain. 

THOU ! whose all providential eye surveys, 660 
Wliose hand directs, whose Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond ! 
£temity*s Inhabitant august ! 
Of two eternities amazing Lord ! 
One past, ere man's or angePs had begun ; 66S 
Aid ! while I rescue from the foe*s assault 
Thy glorious immortality in man : 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 
Of moment infinite ! but relished most 
By those who love thee most, who most adore. 670 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wisd(Mn ; is his oracle supreme : 
And he who most consults her, is most wise. 
Lorenzo, to this heav'nly Delphos haste ; GTft 

And come back all-immoTia\, «\\-^\Saft\ 
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Look nature through, *tis revolution all ; 

All change, no death. Day follows night ; and ii^;liC 

The dying day ; stars rise, and set, and rise ; 

Earth takes th* example. See the summer gpiy, 8H 

With her green chaplet, and ambrosial floir*r% 

Droops into pallid autumn : winter grey. 

Horrid with frost, and turbulent with storm* 

Blows autumn and his golden fruits away ; 

Then melts into the spring : soft spring, widi braalk 

Favonian, from warm chambers of the south, M 

Recalls the first All, to reflourish, fades ; 

As in a wheel, all sinks, to re-ascend. 

Emblems of man, who passes, not expires. 

With this minute distinction, emblems jmty 891 
Nature revolves, but man advances ; both 
Eternal ; that a circle, this a line ; 
That gravitates, this soars. Th' aspiring 8oiil« 
Ardent and tremulous, like flame, ascends ; 
Zeal, oiid humility, her wings to heav'n. G85 

The world of matter, witli its various fonns. 
All dies into new life. Life born from death 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for ever roll. 
No single atom, once in beipg, lost. 
With change of counsel charges the Most High. TOO 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal f And shall spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, shall less noble rise .? 
Shall man alone, for whom all else revives. 
No resurrection know ? Shall man alcme, 705 

Imperial man ! be sown in barren ground, 
Less privileged than grain, on which he feeds ? 
Is man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 
The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the spleen of &te, 710 
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Severely doomed death's single unredeemM? 

If nature's revolution speaks aloud, 
In her gradation, hear her louder still. 
Look iMipre through, *tis neat gradation all. 
Bjr wURninute degrees her scale ascends ! 715 
£adb middle nature joined at each extreme. 
To that above it joined, to that beneadu 
Parts, into parts reciprocally shot, 
Abhor divorce : What love of union reigns ! 
Here, dormant matter waits a oall to life ; 720 

Half-life, half-death, join there : here, life and sense ; 
There, sense from reason steals a glimm'ring ray; 
, Reason shines out in man. But how preserved 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life ? those realms of bliss 725 

Where death has no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half mortal, half immortal ; earthy, part. 
And part ethereal ; grant the soul of man 
Eternal ; or in man the series ends. 
Wide yawns the gap ; connection is no more : 730 
Checked reason halts ; her next step wants support; 
Striving to climb, she tumbles from her scheme ; 
A scheme analogy pronounced so true : 
Analogy, man*s surest guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 735 

And will Lorenzo, careless of the call. 
False attestation on all nature charge. 
Rather than violate his league with death > 
Renounce his reason, rather than renounce 
The dnst beloved, and run the risk of heav'n ? 740 
O what indignity to deathless souls ! 
Wliat treason to the majesty of man ? 
Of man immortal ! Hear Ae lofty style : 
* If so decreed, th* Almighty will be done. 
Let earth dissolve, yoo ponderous orbs defic«nd^ TA& 
12* 
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And g;riiidiu into dost TIm loiil is safe ; 
Hm man emergM ; mounts above tlie wreck, 
As tovr'ring flame from nature's fan*ral pyre : 
OVr devastation as a gainer smiles ; j|^, 

His charter, his inviolable rights, V 7S0 

Well pleased to learn from thunder's impotence. 
Death's pointless darCi, and hell's defeated storms.* 

Bat tbose chimeras Yooch not thee, Lorenio! 
The glories of die world thy sev'nibld shield. 
CMber ambition (han/)f crowns in air, 755 

And superhmaiy felicities. 
Thy bosom waim. I'll cool it, if lean; 
And tun those glories diat enchant, against the«. 
VHiat ties thee to this life, prodauns the next 
If wise, the cause that wounds thee is tl^ cure. TM 

Come, my ambitiotts ! let as mount together, 
CTo mount Lorenzo never can reiiise ;) 
And from die clouds, where pride delights to dwell. 
Look down on earth.— What seest thou f Wondioni 

things! 
Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies. 765 

What lengths of labour'd lands ! what loaded seas ! 
Loaded by man, for pleasure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into service brought. 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withstand. 77C 
What levell'd mountains ! and what lifted vales .' 
O'er vales aud mountains sumptuous cities swell. 
And gild our landscape with their glitt'ring spires. 
Some 'mid the wond'ring waves majestic rise ; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to (heir charms. 775 
Far greater still ! (what cannot mortal might ?) 
See wide dominions ravish'd fmn die deep ! 
The narrow'd deep with indignation feams. ^ 
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Or sonibwud tun; to delicate and graody 
The finer arts tiiara ripen in tbe sun. 110 

Htm the tail tenqplas, as to meet tiieir gods. 
Ascend ^ skies ! ^ pRMd^riamphal aick 
fiiiows OS half bear*n beasath its aapla bend. 
High tfaropgh midair, hen strata*ai« tught to 

Ant; 
Whole rivers, diere, hid by in baioiit, sleep. 785 
Here, plains tarn oceans ; tiiere, vast oceans join 
Thro* Idngdoms channel'd deep firom shorn to shon ; 
And changed creation takes its &ce from man. 
JSeats thy brave breast for formidable scenes. 
Where fimoe and empire wait upon Hie sword? 790 
See fields in blood; hear naval tfaimden rise ; 
Britannia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enonnous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-sea forious wavea! tiieir roar amidstt 
Oot-q)eak8 the Deity, and says, * O main ! 79S 
Thus &r, nor farther : new restraints cbey.* 
Earth's disembowel'd ! measured are the skiei ! 
Stars are detected in their deep recess ! 
Creation widens ! vanquished nature yields ! 
Her secrets are extorted ! Art .prevails ! 000 

What monument of genius, spirit, pow'r ! 

And now,.Lorenio, raptured at diis scene. 
Whose glories render heav'n superfluous ! say, 
Whoee footsteps these ?— Immortals have be^ here. 
Could less dian souls immortal this have done? 805 
Earth's covered o'er with proofs of souls immorthl i 
And prooA of immortality foigot j^j. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confess. 
These are ambition's works; and ttiese are great > 
But this the least immortal souls can do : 810 

TranaceadthemaU.— But what can tiieie txansceadf 



im THE COMPLAINT, Night VL 

D(M aak nw, wfaut f— On@ sigh for iJie dif trest. , 

Wlmt then for infidel* ? — A deeper 5%h J 

*Tie moral g^randeur mokes tfi« migtity man : 

How little thej, who iHok atight great below I 815 

All our ambiljozis death defeats but one ; 

And that it crowua. — Here cease we ; but, cfe loog^i 

MoTf^ poweHiil proof shall taJ^e the fidd agaiastthee, 

Stroi^r than deatht and smiliog at the tomb. 
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PREFACE 



TO 
PART II. 

OF THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 



AS we are at war with the power, it were well if 
we were at war with the manners, ci France. A 
land of levity is a land of guilt A serious mind 
is the native s(m1 of eveiy virtue, and the single cha- 
racter diat does true honour to maiikind. HSb soul's 
knmortality has been the favourite theme with the 
serious of all ages. Nor is it strange : it is a subject 
by far the most interesting and important that can 
enter the mind of man. Of highest moment this 
subject always was, and always will be. Yet this its 
fairest moment seems to admit of increase, at this 
day : a sort of occasional importance is^superadded 
to the natural weight of it, if that opinion which is 
advanced in the Preface to the precedii^ N^t be 
just It is there supposed that all our infidels, what- 
ever scheme, for argument's sake, and to keep iktm- 
selves in countenance, they patronise, are betraved 
into tibeir deplorable error, oy some doubts of their 
immortali^ at the bottom. And the more I consider 
this point, the more I am persuaded of the truth of 
tiiat opinion. Thoug:h the distrust of a futurilr is a 
strange error ; yet it is an error into which bad men 
may naturally be distressed. For it is impossible io 
bid defiance to final ruin, without some refuge in 
imaginaticxi, some presumption of escape. And what 
presumption is tiiere f There are but two in nature ; 
nut two, within the compass of human tbou^V^v «im1 
ibese are,— That either God ¥n!l\ uo^ « wkdbX. 
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fiuiiish. Conaiderin^ the divine atlribulea, the first is 
too grofls to Ix; dij^csted hy our strongeat wuliei. 
Aiidj siDCf: ornailJoteiire is ai. much a divifUi attri- 
bute as h{)Licii?»Sf that God cBxinot puniekf ih as ab- 
surd a suppofiitiixi fti Lhe fottuer. Utxl teiiainly can 
punish,. ft9 loug; as wicked mt^n eiist^. In nou-«x.Li- 
t«(ice, therofoi^, ia their on\y refuge; and, coose- 
qiitiiillyT non-eiistcnce ia Ihtir sl^onii;oi^l wish. And 
strong wSah*^ have a filninge Lntluence cu our opi- 
aionfii; thjey bias the judg^njcal in a inanEcir almoit 
incredible. And since on this member of tii^eir alter- 
nate ve, ihere arc so«n€ vi!rv' miall appearaooeB ia 
their favour, and none at aUtm the otheTt they catch, 
at this ref-d, th/^y laj hpid o© thii chimcmj tci «v» 
thern5jelve«( (i-om the ghock and horror of aa inuoe'- 
diate and absolute d<?«pair. 

On rei'iewiog: my subject, bj the light which tlus 
urgiunent, and others of like tendency, threw upoa 
itt i was more incliD^d difui ever to pursue it, om it 
appeared to me to strike direcdv at the main root 
uf all our irilidEflily. In the following pages it is 
accondin*fly pursued at large; and some argutn^nti 
for immorlality, ncw^ at least to me, are ve.ntuiTed 
oti in them. 'There, aJsu, the writer has made an 
attempt to set the gross abaurditie? cUid horrors of 
dfinilutatioii in a fuller and fuore aO'e^:tin^ view* 
than is I think, to be nitt with elaewberp. 

The genllemeii for whose sake ikiji attempt waJ 
cliieOy tn^de, profess li^eat admiration for thi: wis- 
dom of heatlicn aiiiiquit) : what pitv ^tis they are 
i»ot Mince re ! If they wnre sincere, how would it 
morufy them to tuiisidcr wflh what coatempt and 
mbhorrentc their notions would have been rttceived, 
by those whom ihey so much admire ? What degree 
or contempt and abhorrence would fall to their 
share, may be conjectun^d by the following^ matter 
cif fact, in ray opinion ejLtremtily memorable. Of dl 
their heathen worthier, Socrates, ''Lia well kuown, 
was the most guand<^dt dispassionate, and composed : 
jel tha great master of temper was angrj' \ and an- 
gry at hiii last hour; and oagry with his friend i and 
on^ty for what des*;rvcd acknowlc%raent j angry 
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for a ririit and tender instance of true fnenddup 
tovnurdsnim. Is not this sorprisioff f What cooM 
be the cause f The csuse ^^is iar his hooonr ; it 
was a tnilj noble, tfaoogfa, peihaps, atoo i 
rmid for immortalitjr : U» his iiiend 
wnh sodi an aflectiooate concern as became a ihendy 
* Where he should deposit his r4kinsf* it was re- 
sented hf Socrates, ar huplying a dishonoorabhi 
snppositiQD, that he could be so mean as to hsra 
regard for any thing, eren in himseU; dnt waa not 
inmortaL 

This foct, well considered, woold make our hi- 
fidels withdraw their adnuratioa from Socrates ; or 
make them endeavour, by tiieir imitatiao of this 1^ 
lostrioas example, to share his glotj : and, conse- 
quently, it would incline them to peruse the follow- 
ing pages with candour and impakiali^ ; Which is 
alll £sire, and that fiir their sakes : for I am per- 
suaded, that an uiqprejudiced infidel must, neoes- 
sarilj, receive some advantageous impressioiis from 
them. 



Juiy 7, 1744. 
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CoBtainii^ die Natoie, IVooA and loqport^^ 
Immorlafity. 



HEAY^ gives the needful, bat neglMted, caB. 
What day, what hour, but knocks at human hearts 
To wake the soul to sense of future scenes ? 
Deaths stand, like Mercuries, in ev^ry way. 
And kindly point us to our joumey*s end. S 

Tope, who couldst make immortals, art thou dqadf 
I give thee joy : nor will I take my leave ; 
So socm to follow. Man but dives in death ; 
Dives from the sun, in fairer day to rise ; 
The grave, his subterranean road to bliss^ 10 

Yes, infinite indulgence plann*d it so : 
Through various parts our glorious story runs ; 
Time gives the preface, endless age unrolls 
The volume (ne*er enroIlM!) of human fate. 

This, earth and skies* already have proclaimed, 
Jhe world's a prophecy of worlds to come : 16 

^Mi^ht the Sixth. 
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Aad who, what God foretells (who spcaka in thiogt 

Still louder than in wordii) shalJ dare denj f 

If fiature^fi arguniGfitA appear too weak, 

Turn a nfiw tea/, and stronger read in man. SO 

If man sleeps on, tintHughi by what he see*) 

Can he prove infidel to what he feela ? 

He, whose blind thought futurity d<?nieff 

Unconscious bears^ Belle rophon I like thee. 

His own ijidictmcnt ; he condemns hirniielf: S5 

Viho rt^ads hia bostun, rtada immortal life \ 

Oft Nature^ there, tmposing^ on her 6OR6, 

Has written fables; man was made a lie. 

Why discontent for ever harbonrM there ? 
Incurable consumptioii of our peace * SO 

Resolre me, why the cottager and king^, 
He whom sea-§eTer*d rcal]ii3 o^tey, and he 
Who steal i hi4 whole dominion from the waste^ 
Repelltng wintep blfutq with mud and itraw, 
Disquieted alike, draw si^h for »ig;b, 35 

In fate ao distant, in complaint bo near ? 

Is it, tliat thiag« terrestrial c&nH content f 
Deep in rich pasture, will thy Bocks complam? 
Not »o ; but to their master is denied 
To share their sweet s«rene. Man, ill at ease, 40 
In this, not his own pi ace » this foreign Geld, 
Where Ifaturc fodders him with other food 
Than was ordaJnM his cradng^s to saffice^ 
Poor in abujidauce, famished at a feast, 
Sighs on for something more, when most enjoy 'd 
Is He-av*n then kinder to thy ilocks than thee f 46 
Xot so ; tliy pasture richer, but remote ; 
In port, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleats from instinct, tho\ periiaps dcbauchM 
By s<;n9e, his reison sleeps, nor drr^ams the canfc. 
Th*^ cau9e how obriout, when hii reason wakes ! 51 
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Bb gritfii bat hBigrandenr in disguise ; 
And dhwoBlwat to inunoHalitf. 

Shall MDf of edm^ ahall tfis blood tif tu^v'a, 
Brit «p their hopes oo eutfat and Mabk ti«s«| A 
WMh bnrttl acqniesceoce in die mire ? 
LoTCOM, no ! ^j diall be aoblj p&m'd ; 
The glorious foreigBferB» dBstnstt shaU tngh 
Gb thrones; and thou oongntnUte the ai^ 
Man's miseiy dedans hfan boin for blua ; || 

His anzioas heart asserts the truth I «it^. 
And gives the sceptic in hisheiul the lie. 'I 

Oar heads» oar hearts, our paiiioQi, and OQTpOii^ 
I^Mak the same langoage ; call us to Ibe sitoit 
Umipen*d tfiese in this indemeat ciiam^ M 

Scarce rise above conjecture, and mistnke ; 
And for this land of tii6es those loo itroa^ 
Tumultnous rise, and tempest huinui life ; 
What prise on earth can pay us fcr fbm aioiMf 
Meet objects for our pearions he«rVi qrd ak^ ~ 9 
dgects that dialleiige all their fire, and kivi ' 
N& fault but in defect : blessM Heav*lii ? acfurt 
A bounded ardour for unbounded bliss ; 
O for a bliss unbounded ! far beneath 
A sou] immortal, is a mortal joy. S 

Nor are our pow'rs to perish immature ; 
But, after feeble eflbrt here, benea^ 
A brighter sun, and in a nobler soil. 
Transplanted from this sublunary bed. 
Shall flourish fidr, and put forth all dwir faloon II 

Reason progresrive, instinct is complete; 
Swift instinct leaps ; slow reason feebly dinibt. 
Brutes soon ^ir senith reach ; their little nil 
Flovrs in at once; in ages they no more 
Codd know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. ||L 

Were man to live coeval witfi the smn 



THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 147 

The patriarch pupil vvould be learning still ; 

Yet, dying, leave his lesson half unleamM. 

Men perish in advance, as if the sun 

Should set ere noon, in eastern oceans drown*d ; 90 

If fit, with dim, illustrious to compare, 

The sun*s meridian, with the soul of man. 

To man, why, step-dame Nature ! so severe ? 

Why thrown aside thy master-piece half wroqght. 

While meaner efforts thy last hand enjoy? 95 

Or, if abortively poor man must die. 

Nor reach what reach he might, why die in dread f 

Why curst with foresight ? Wise to misery ? 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey? 

Why less pre-eminent in rank than pain ? 100 

His immortality alcme can tell ; 

Full ample fund to balance all amiss. 

And turn the scale in favour of the just! 

His immAlality alone can solve 
That darkest of enigmas, human hope— lOS 

Of all the darkest, if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, th' assassin of our joy, 
AH present blessings treading under foot. 
Is scarce a milder tyrant than despair. 
With no past toils content, still planning new, 110 
Hope turns us oVr to death alone for ease. 
Possession, why more tasteless than pursuit? 
Why is a wish far dearer than a crown? 
That wish accomplish'd, why the grave of blin? 
Because, in the gpreat Aiture buried deep, US 

Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 
Lies all that man with ardour should pursue; 
And HE who made him, bent him to the right 

Man^s heart th* Almighty to the future sets, 
9f aecret and inviolable springs ; ISO 

And makes his hope his sublunary joy. 
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•Mate^manr fliegiirttoncriMifar M » eUib |«gws 

80 nget appetite, if man canH moBB^ 

AwiU deflcend. He stanret on die poMeft IV 

Hence, the woirld*t mailer, fipom ambitioB's epira^ . 

IhCapreaplmiged; and dived beneadi the bnile. 

In diat rank tty whjr waUofr*d empire's mq 

.Snpteme? Became he conld no father i^; 

ffii riot wat ambitiQii in despair. 199 

Old Rome ccoeoltad birds: Loreoxo! thoov 
WElfa moie success, the flight of hope sonrej: 
Of resdess hope, for ever on die wing. 
High perch*d 6*er cv'iy dioiigfat diat fidoon litly 
To fif at aU diet rises in her sight; US 

And, never stooping, but to moont again 
J^xt moment, she betrajrs her aim's mistake. 
And oams her qoaixy k«%ed beyond the g^re* 

There should it M us, (it mnst fiul ns4here» 
If being fails) more monmftil riddles rise, 14^ 

And virtue vies with hope in mystery. 
Why virtue ? Where its praise, its being fled? 
Virtue is true self-interest pursued : 
What true self-interest of quite-mortal mail ? 
To close with all that makes him happy here. Itf 
If vice (as sometimes) is our friend on earth. 
Then vice is virtue ; 'tis our sov*reign good. 
In self-applause is virtue's golden prize; 
No self-applaiise attends it on thy scheme : 
Whence self-^plause ? From conscience of the r^t 
And what is right, but means of happiness ? 151 
No means of happiness when virtue yields ; 
That basii^iailing, falls the building too. 
And tajrs m niin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid g^uardlan of a blameless heart, Itfr 
So long revered, so long reputed wise, 
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Is w«ak; with rank knight-errantries o'er-ran. 
Why beats thy bosom with illustrious dreams 
Of self-exposure, laudable and great ? 
Of gallant enterprise, and glorious death ? 160 

Die for thy country ? — ^thou romantic fool ! 
Seize, seize the plank thyself, and let her sink : 
Thy country ! what to thee?— The Godhead, what? 
(I speak with awe !) tho* He should bid thee bleed; 
If, with thy blood, thy final hope is spilt, 165 

Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow ; 
Be deaf; preserve thy being; disobey. 

Nor is it disobedience : know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever th' Almighty's subsequent command, 
His first command is this : — * Man, love thyself.* 
In this alone, free agents are not free. 171 

Existence is the basis, bliss the prize ; 
If virtue costs existence, *tis a crime ; 
Bold violation of our laW supreme. 
Black suicide ; though nations, which consult 175 
Their gain, at thy expense, resound applause. 

Since virtue's recompense is doubtful here, 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand. 
Why is man suffered to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man enjoin'd ? 180 

Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd ? 
Betray'd by traitors lodged in his own breast, 
By sweet complacencies from virtue felt ^ 
Why whispers nature lies on virtue's pyt.^ 
Or if blind instinct (which assumes the name 185 
Of sacred conscience) plays the fool in man. 
Why reason made accomplice in the cheat? 
Why are the wisest loudest in her praise ? 
dan man by reason's beam be led astray? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 190 

Since virtue sometimes ruins us oo earth, 
13* 
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Or both are true, or man sorvivet the gimTe. 

Or man survives the grave, or own, LoNoiO^ 
Thy boast supreme, a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy spirit ; cowards are thj scom. US 
Grant man immortal, and thy scorn is jiuL 
The man immortal, rationally brave. 
Dares rush on death — because he cannot die. 
But if man loses all, when life is lost. 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 100 

A daring infidel (and such there arc. 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 
Or pure hcroical defect of tliought,) 
Of all e.arth*s madmen, most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renownM 905 
For valour, virtue, science, all we love, 
And all we praise ; for worth, whose nooo-tide beaaii 
Enabling us to think in higher style, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal pow'rs ; 
Dream we, that lustre of the moral world 210 

Goes out in sUnch, and rottennrsa the close ? 
^Miy was he wise to know, and warm to praise. 
And strenuous to transcribe, in human life, 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that fate. 
Just when the lineaments bogan to 6hinc, 215 

And dawn, the Deity should snatch the draught, 
With night etornal blot it out, and give 
The skies alarm, lost angels too might die ? 

If human souls, why not angelic too 
Extinguished ? and a solitar}' God, ** 

O'er ghastly niin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall wo this moment gaze on God in man ' 
The riext, lo^o. umn for ever in the dust? 
From du-t we. disengiisre, or man mistal 
And there, wiicn* least his judgment fc; 
Wisdom and worth how boldly he comL 
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Wisdom and worth are sacred names ; revered, 

Where not embraced ; applauded ! deified ! 

Why not compassionM too ? If spirits die, 

Both are calamities ; inflicted both 290 

To make us bat more wretched. Wisdom's eye 

Acute, for what ? To spy more miseries ; 

And worth, so recompensed, new-points their stings. 

Or man surmounts the grave, or gain is loss, 

And worth exalted, humbles us the more. 235 

Thou wilt not patronize a scheme that makes 

Weakness and vice the refuge of mankind. 

* Has virtue, then, no joys ?' — Yes, joys dear 
bought. 
Talk ne'er so long, in this imperfect state, 
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 240 

Virtue's a combat; and who fights for nought.^ 
Or for precarious, or for small reward ? 
Who virtue's self-reward so loud resound, 
Would take degrees angelic here below, 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray, 245 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her soul inspires : 
'Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body's treach'ries, and the world's assaults : 
On eartli's poor pay our famish'd virtue dies. 250 
Trufli incontestable ! in spite of all 
A Bayle has preach'd, or a Voltaire believed. 

In man, the more we dive, the more we see 
Hcav'n's signet stamping an immortal make. 
Dive to the bottom of his soul, the base 255 

Sustaining all, what find we ? Knowledge, love : 
As light and heat essential to the sun, 
These to the soul. And why, if souls expire ? 
How little lovely here ? How little known ? 
Small knowledge we dig up with endless toil ; 260 



152 THE COMPLAINT. Ifi^VIL 

And lore unfeignM may purchase perfect hate. 

Why staned, on earth, our angel a^^tites, 

WTiile brutal are indulged their fulsome fill ? 

Were, then, capacities divine cont'err'd. 

As a mock diadem, in savage sport, 965 

Rank insult of our pompous poverty, 

Which reaps but pai:> from seeming claims so &ir t 

In future age lies no redress ? And shuis 

Eternity the door on our complaint ? 

If so, for what strange ends were mortals made ! 

The worst to wallow, and the best to weep • 210 

The man who merits most, must roost complain. 

Can we conceive a disregard in Heav'n, 

MTiat the worst perpetrate, or best endure ? 

This cannot be. To love, and know, in mnn 
Is boundless appetite, and boundless pow*r ; 27S 
And these demonstrate boundless objects too. 
Objects, powers, appetites, Heav'n suits in all ; 
Nor, nature through, e'er violates this sweet 
Eternal concord on her tuneful string. 
Is man the sole exception from her laws ? 280 

Eternity struck off from human hope, 
(I speak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monster, the reproach of Heav'n, 
A stain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On nature's beauteous aspect ; and deforms, 285 
(Amazing blot I) deforms her with her lord. 
If such is man's allotment, what is Heav'n f 
Or own the soul immortal, or blaspheme. 

Or own the soul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majesty ! go, man ! 2^ 

And bow to thy superiors of the stall ; 
Through ev'ry scene of sense superior far : 
They graze the turf untill'd ; they drink thf 
Unbrew'di and ever full, and unimbitter'r' 
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With doubts, fears, fruitless hopes, regrets, despairs, 
Mankind's peculiar ! Reason^s precious dow'r ! 296 
No foreign clime they ransack for their robes ; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ; 
Their good is good entire, unmixM, unmarr'd; 
They find a paradise in erenr field, 300 

On boughs forbidden wJI^Hko curses hang : 
Their ill no more than nSK the sense ; unstretcht 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 
When &e worst comes, it comes unfearM ; one stroke 
Begins and ends their wo,: they die but once ; 305 
Blest, incommunicable privilege ! for which 
Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the stariy 
Philosopher, or hero, sighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. 
No day, no glimpse of day, to solve the knot, 310 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
O sole, and sweet solution ! That unties 
The difficult, and softens the severe ; 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face dispels ; 
Restores bright order; casts the brute beneath; 315 
Ajid re-enthrones us in supremacy JjUfk 
Of joy, e'en here : admit immortal Hp 
And virtue is knight-errantry no more ; 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dow'r, 
Far richer in reversion : hope exults ; 320 

And though much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives Ae taste of heav'n. 
O wherefore is the Deity so kind.^* 
Astonishing beyond astonishment I 
Heav'n our reward — ^for heav'n enjoy'd below. 325 

Still unsubdued thy stubborn heart ?— For there 
The traitor lurks who doubts the truth I sing. 
Reason is guiltless ! will alone rebels. 
What, in that stubborn heart, if I should find 
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New unexpected witnesses against thee ? 330 

Ambition, pleasure, and the love of gain ! 

Canst thou suspect that these, which make Ibe loal 

The slave of earth, should own her heir of bear^? 

Canst thou suspect what makes us disbelieve 

Our immortality, should dhwc it sure ? 39S 

First, then, ambition fflp^on to the bar. 
Ambition*s shame, cxtraN'Sgance, disgust. 
And inextinguishable nature, speak. 
Each much deposes ; hear them in their turn. 

Thy soul, how passionately fond of fame ! 310 
How anxious that fond passion to conceal ! 
We blush, detected in designs on praise, 
ThouG^h for best deeds, and from the best of mOL 
And why ? Because immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the soul ; 346 

Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow ; 
Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upi»raid that little heart's inglorious aim. 
Which stoops to court a character from man ; 
While o'er us, ia tremendous judgment sit 350 

Far morfi thaifljii^, with endless praise and blame. 

Ambition's boundless appetite out-speaks 
The verdict of its ^linme. When souls take fire 
At high presumptions of their own desert. 
One aire is poor applaurw ; tl.e mighty shout, 355 
'Thf. thunder by the living f'W begun. 
Late tinif! must echo ; worlds unborn resound. 
W«' wish our names eternally to live : [thought, 

Wild droam! which ne'er had haunted human 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 3^* 

lnstin( t points out an infrest in hereafter; 
But our blind reason sees not when; it lies ; 
Or seeing, gives the substance for the shade* 

Fame is the shade of immortality^ 
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And in itoelf a shadow. Soon as caught, 365 

Contemn'd ; it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. 

Consult th* ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 

• And is this all ?' cried Caesar, at his height. 

Disgusted. This third proof ambition brings 

Of immortality. The first in fame, 370 

Observe him near, your envy will abate : 

Shamed at the disproportion vast between 

The passion and the purchase, he will agfa 

At such success, and blush at his renown. 

And why ? Because far richer prize invites 375 

His heart ; far more illustrious gloiy calls : 

It calls in whispers, yet the deafest hear. 

And can ambition a fourth proof supply f 
It can, and stronger than the former three ; 
Yet quite o'erlookM by some reputed wise. 380 

Though disappointments in ambition pain. 
And though success disgusts, yet still, Lorenzo, 
In vain we strive to pluck it from our hearts ; 
By nature planted for the noblest ends. 
Absurd the famed advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, 385 

More praised than ponder'd ; specious, but unsound : 
Sooner that hero's sword the world had quell'd. 
Than rea8<Hi his unbition. Man must soar : 
An obstinate acthri^ within. 

An unsuppressire spring, will toss him up, 390 

In spitG of fortune's load. Not kings alone, 
Each villager has his ambition too ; 
No sultan prouder than his fetter'd slave : 
Slaves build their little Babylons of straw, 
Echo the proud Assyrian in their hearts, 395 

And cry, * Behold the wonders of my might !' 
And why ? Because immortal as their lord : 
And souls immortal must for ever heave 
At something great ; the glitter, or th« gold ; 
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Nor tliibliilelyi.Ttb b huinin pnuMy 
* When jMunii Is sapported by .Afipe. 
ra initibdace Loreoio to himself : - ,~ 

neume and pride (badmsten !) dbre ooriitiiAi 
As love of pleasure bordnda'dtD gaud #S 

And feed oar bodies, and eitend oar taoa; 
, -'The love of praise is planted to protect 

And propagate the glories of ^ mind. 
What is it, bat die love of praise, inqkira% 
Blatares, refines, embellishes, exalts, 4I§ 

Earfli*shapplnM8f From diat, the delicate, 
The grud,. tfaff marrepoas, of civil life. 
Want and comfeaience, onder-woricers, lay 
Tlie basi^, on which love of gloiy boOds. 
Nor is thy life, O Virtae ! less in debt tU ' 

To praise, dgr secret stinndalg^ftiend. 
Were man iidt prood; what otfuil sfaoold we Doiiii! 
FHde made tUl Virtoes erf" the Pagan world. 
'b^^Pt IVaise is the salt tfiat seasons right to man. 

And whets his i^petite for moral good. 480 

Thirst of applause is virtue's second guard ; 

Reason her first; but reason wants an aid: 

Our private reason is a flatterer ; 

Thirst of applause calls^ public jucfgment in 

To poise our own, to keep an even scale, 4$S 

And give endangered virtue fairer play. 

Here a fifth proof arises, stronger still : 
Why this so nice construction of our hearts? 
These delicate moralities of sense ; 
This constituticmal reserve of aid 4S0 

To succour virtue, when our reason feils ; 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil. 
And, oH, the mark of mjane& ca eaxtift. 
When /aboor'd to matonty (>U\]a 
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Of disciplines and pains unpaid,) must die ? 436 
Why freighted rich to dash against a rock ? 
Were man to perish when most fit to live, 
O how misspent were all these stratagems, 
By skill divine inwoven in our frame ! 
Where are Heav Vs holiness and mercy fled ? 440 
Laoghs Heav'n, at cmce, at virtae and at ii»n ? 
If not, why that discoursed, this destroyM ? 

Thus far ambition. What says avarice ? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been tiiine : 
* The wise and wealthy are the same.* I grant it 
To store up treasure, with incessant toil, 446 

This is man's province, this his highest praise ; 
To this great end keen instinct stings him on. 
To guide that instinct, reason ! is thy charge ; 
'Tis thine to tell us where true treasure lies : 450 
But, reason failing to discharge her trust, 
Or to the deaf discharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows ; and blind industiy, 
GalPd by the spur, but stranger to the course, 
(The course where stakes of more than gold are won) 
Overloading, with the cares of distant age, 456 

The jaded spirits of the present hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 

* Thoa shalt not covet,' is a wise command ; . 
But bounded to the wealth the sun surveys : 460 
Look farther, the command stands quite reversed. 
And av'rice is a virtue most divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happiness f 
Most sure. And is it not for reason too ? 
Nothing this world unriddles, but the next 465 
Whence inextinguishable thirst of gain? 
From inextinguishable life in man. 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the skies, 
Had wanted wing to fly so far in guilt 
14 
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Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice : ^^ 

Tet still their root is immortality: | 

These its wild growths so bitter, a^id so ba»e^ * 

(Pain, and reproach !) tf^uigai can reclaim. 
Refine, exalt, throw down dieir pois'noaa le^ 
And make them spaiUe in ^ bowl of blisi. *i0f , 

See, the Ihird witness laii|phs «t blias rensolp^ ' 
And falsely promises an Eden hcire : '| 

Truth she shall speak for once, dioqgii prom tofisb 
A common cheat, and Pleasure is ber name. 
To pleasure never was Lorenio deaf; IN 

Tl^ hear her now, now first thy real friend: 

Since nature made us not more fond than pnni 
Of happiness (whence hypocrites in joy ! 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of smiles !) 
Why should the joy most poig^nant sense aA>rds 4t5 
Bum us with blushes, and rebuke our pride ?— 
Those heav'n-bom blushes tell us man descendi, 
E'en in the zenith of his earthly bliss : 
Should reason take her infidel repose, 
This honest instinct speaks our lineage high ; 490 
This instinct calls on darkness to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the stalls. 
Our glory covers us.with noble shame, 
And he that's unconfounded is unmanned. 
The man that blushes is not quite a brute. 495 

Thus far with thee, Lorenzo, will I close : 
Pleasure is good, and man for pleasure made ; 
But pleasure full of gloiy, as of joy ; 
Pleasure which neither blushes nor exjMiet. 

The witnesses are heard ; the cause is o^er ; 500 
Let conscience file the sentence in her court. 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey. 
Thus, seal'd by truth, th' authentic record rami 

* Know aU \ kn&vr, \v!iSv^<&\&^— ^suas^^s^ Vsusw t 
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*Tis immortality your nature solves ; 605 

*Ti8 immortality deciphers man, 
And opens all the myst'ries ofhis make. 
Without it, half his iostiacti are a riddle, 
Withoat it, aU his virtaa am a dbieam. 
Hk very crimes attoethiadlliltjr; 510 

His sateless thirst oC plaaiiira, goU, and fiune. 
Declares him bom fiv ^swings infinite : 
What lest Aan infinite mflJces rniabsord 
Passions, which all on earth but more inflames? 
Fierce passions, so mismeasored to this scene, 516 
Stretched out, like eagles' wings, beyond oar nestt 
Far, far beyond the worth of all below. 
For earth too large, presage a nobler flight. 
And evidence our title to the skies.' 

Te gentle flieologoes, of cahner kind i SSO 

Whose constitution dictates to your pen ; 
Who, opld yourselves, think ardour comes from belli 
Think not our passions from corruption sprung. 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings ; 
That is their mistress, not their mother. All 5tt 
(And justly) reason deem divine : I see, 
I feel a grandeur in the passions too, 
Which speaks their h%h descent, and glorious end; 
Which speaks them rays of an eternal fire. 
In Paradise itselfthey burnt as strong, BSO 

Ere Adam fell; thoi:^ wiser in their aim. 
Like the proud Eastern, strack by Providence, 
What though our passions am run mad, and stoop^ ' 
With low terrestrial appetite, to gaxe 
On trash, oa toys, dethroned from high desire ? 535 
Yet still, through their disgrace, no feeble ray 
Of greatness shines, and tells us whence they fell : 
But these (like that fiilFn monarch when roclaim'd) 
When reason moderates the reign aright, ^ 



IGO THE COMPLAINT. ' lf%htVIt 

Shall re-ascend, remoant their former sphere^ 611 
Where once they soared illastrioas ; ere •edneed 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to strt^ on earthy 
And Sbt &e sablonary world on fire. 

Bat grant their frenzy lasts ; their frenxy 6ili 
To disappoint one providential end, ffIS 

For which heav'n blew op ardour in oar hearts: 
Were reason silent, boundleas passion apeeki 
A future scene of boundless objects too. 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day ! 'Tis that enlightens all ; SB 

And all, by that enlightened, proves it sore. 
Consider man as an immortal beings. 
Intelligible all ; and all is great; 
A crystalline transparency prevails. 
And strikes full lustre through the human qphen; 
Consider man as mortal, all is dark 55S 

And wretched ; reason weeps at the snrvery. 

The learnM Lorenzo cries, * And let her weep^ 
Weak, modem reason : ancient times were wise. 
Authority, that venerable guide, 560 

Stands on my part : the fanned Athenian porch 
(And who for wisdom so renown'd as they ?) 
Denied this immortality to man.' 
I grant it ; but affirm, they proved it too. 
A riddle, tins ? — Have patience ; Pll explain. 566 

What noble vanities, what moral flights. 
Glittering throagii tlieir romantic wisdom's page, 
Make us, at once, despise them, and admire ! 
Fable is flat to these hiijh-season'd sires ; 
They leave th' extravagance of song below. 670 
♦ Flesh shall not f«cl ; or, feeling, shall enjoj 
The dagger or the rack ; to them, alike 
A bed of roses, or the burning bull.' 
lo men exploddn^ aW. Vye>joxA>Jnft ^tom^^ 



'"'wm^ 
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Strange doctrine, this ! — As doctrine, it was strange ; 

But not| as prophecy ; for such it proved, 576 

And, to their own amazement, was fulfilled : ; *" 

Thej feign'd a firmness ChBStbns need not feign. 

The Christian truly triumphM in the flame ; 

I^e Stoic saw, in double litiiider lost, 580 

Wonder at them, and wonder at himself, 

To find the bold adventures of his thoi^ht • ' 

Not bold, and tiiat he strove to lie in vain. 

Whence, then, those ttioughts? those towering 
thoughts, that flew [pride. . 

Such monstrous heights? From instinct and from 
The glorious instinct of a deathless soul, 586 

Confusedly conscious of her dignity. 
Suggested truths they could opt understand. 
In lusf s dominion, and in passi(m's storm, 
Truth's system broken, scattered fragments lay, 590 
As light in chaos, glimmering through the gloom : 
Smit with the pomp of lofty sentiments. 
Pleased pride proclaimed, what reason disbelieved. 
Pride, like the Delphic priestess, with a swell, 
Raved nonsense, destined to be future sense, 595 
When life immortal in full day should .'>hine ; m] 

And death's dark shadows fly the Gospel sun. ■'$ 

They spoke, what nothing but imraortid souls 
Could speak; and thus the truth they questioned, proved 

Can then absurdities, as well^afB crimes, 600 

Speak man immortal ? All things Speak him so. 
Much has been urged ; and dost tliou call for more ? 
Call ; and with endless questions be distrest. 
All unresolvabie, if earth is all. 

* Why life, a moment ? infinite, desire ? 606 

Our wish, eternity ? Our home, the grave ? 
Heav'n's promise dormant lies in human hope ; 
Who wishes life immortal, proves it too* 
14* 
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Wl>y fciRppiness [itirsuedi, though riCTer found? "^ ^ 

IMiLn^a thirst of Iiappkif?4:9 d^cltLresj i( is, 610 fl 

{For &£itum never gniTilntes lo naught ^) ■ 

TbBt ihif^U unqupnch'd, dtx'lftres it la not here. 
My Luciji^ Oi}' ClariNsaj cull to Lhouj^ht^ 
Why fORlitil ftipndsbip rivjtted so dt^p, 
As hearts tjo pitrce at first, at parting, rend, 615 
If fri^Mid, Mid friGnd?hip, vaahh m on hoar? 
f* nol tfiis torment in th* mask of joy ? 
Wliy by ftflotti«s» ni^rr*d llic jo} a ofstijK? 
Why pa&l, aftd futuiw, ]>r*'yifig on our h<earts, 
And patting aU QOr prc^^iil joy a lu death ? 620 

Why labour Tsnron? In satinet ^erp sts well ; 
lostmrt, fer better; what ce*ji cKwsje, can err : 
O how inrallible the though ll*=$g Krute J 
^Ti^^ere well hie holmead wen: Iralfaf sure* 
Reason with iiiclinationt wliy at wai' ? 625 

Wliy aense of |^illl? Why ccinsridnrr up In (masf* 

Coiiscience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 
And bosom-counsel to decline the blow. 
Reason with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 
If nothUig future paid forbearance here. 690 

Thus on — these, and a thousand pleas uncall'd, 
All promise, some ensure, a second scene ; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things else most certain ; were it false, 
What truth on eartb so precious as the lie ? 635 
This world it give us, let what will ensue ; 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope : 
The future of the present is the soul. 
How tliis life groans, when severM from the next ! 
Poor, mutilated wretch, that disbelieves ! 640 

By dark distrust his being cut in two, 
Id both parts perishes ; Vife ¥0\d oi joy^ 
Sad prelude ofetemitjr inpttial 
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CoiiIdBt thou persoade me, the next life could fiiil 
Our ardent wishes, how should I pour out 645 

My bleeding heart in anguish, new, as deep ! 
Oh I with' what thoughts, thy hope, and my despair, , 
AbhorrM Annihilation ! blasts the soul, 
And wide extends the bounds of human wo ! 
Could I believe Lorenzo's system true, 650 

In this black channel would my ravings ran. 

* Grief from the future borrow'd peace, erewhile. 
The future vanishM ! and the present painM! 
Strange import of unprecedented ill ! 

Fall, kow profound ! like Lucifer's, the fall ! 6SS 

Unequal fate ! his fall, without his guilt.' 

From where fond hope b^ilt her pavilion high. 

The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 

To night ! to nothing ! daiter still than night ! 

If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worst foe, 660 

Lorenzo, boastful of the name of friend ! 

O for delusion ! O for error still I 

Could vengeance strike much stronger than to plant 

A thinking being in a world like this, 

Not over-rich before, now b^ggar'd quite ; 665 

More curst than at the fall ? — ^The sun goes out ! 

The thorns shoot up ! What thorns in ev'ry thought ! 

Why sense of better ? It imbitters wone. 

Why sense ? Why life ? If but to sigh, then sink 669 

To what I was? Twice nothing ! and much wo ! 

Wo fi-om Heav'n's bounties ! Wo from what was 

wont 
To flatter roost, high intellectual pow'rs ! [scheme 

* Thought, virtue, knowledge ! blessings, by thy 
All poison'd into pains. First, knowledge, once 
My soul's ambition, now her greatest dread. 675 
To know myself, true wisdom ? No, to shun 

That siioclang science, parent of des^i t 
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^^^^^^ Avert ifayniirror; if I ma, I die. 


■ 


^^^^^^1 * Know my Creator? Climb hia bleet abode 


■ 


^^^^^m By paifitui speculaliou^ pierce the veil, 


680 ■ 


^^^^^B Dire ia bis nature, ir.ad his attributesi 


■ 


^^^^^y AQd ^;am in ftdmiratioti — on a (o^^ 


■ 


^ Obtruding life, vritULoyLog; liappiiieBS 1 


I 


^^H Froni the full rivc^rs that surround his tJdrocie, 


■ 


^^H Not letlifig fall one drop of joy on man ; 


eas 


^^B Man ^a&pin^ for one drop, that he. might ceaje 




^^H To eui^e hiji birth, nor envy reptilejn more ! 


■ 


^^H Ye sable clouds f Ye ditrkci^t shades of night! 


1 


^^H Hide hijn, for ever hide lum^ from my thuug^htf 




^^H Once all mj comfort; souit^e, aBd soul of juy ! 


690 


^^V Now leagued with furiefr and frith thee* 'guinHt 


me. ^ 


^^H * Know his acbicremf'ntsi ! Study his reuovvn 


■ 


^^H Contempbte this aiiiating universe, 


■ 


^^H Dmpt from liia handr with mirae]e§ replete ! 




^^H Forivhat? 'Mid miracWs of tiobler natoe, 


69S 


^^H To find one miracle of misery ? 


m 


^^H To find the being', \vbic}i alone can know 


■ 


^^H And praise hia works, a blemi-h on his praise? 


■ 


^^M Through nature^s ample ranore, in thot]g;ht to stroll, | 


^^m And start at man, the single nioumcr there, 


700 ~ 


^^1 BreaOiio^ high hope, ch^nM down to pangs 


ud 


^M death? 


^ 


^^M * Knowing is suiTriiig : and shall virtue share 


■ 


^H The sigh of bncm^ledge f— Virtue aharei the sigh, ^ 


^^B By straining up the stc^p of cxc«l[cnt. 


■ 


^^K By battlf-s fought, and from tf inptatton won, 


706 m 


^^K Wliat ^uin she, but the paiig of seeing worth, 


■ 


^^K Angelic worth, soon shuffled ui the dark 




^^K With erVy vite, and swept to bratal duit? 


^M 


^H^ Merit ij madness; virtue w a crime ; 


JH 


^^V * Lorenzo. ^M 
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A crime to reason, if it costs us pain 710 

Unpaid. What pain, amidst a thousand more, 
To think the most abandoned, after days 
Of triumph o*er their betters, &>d in death 
As soft a pillovr, nor make Ibnler-clay ! 

*Dutjr! Religion! These, our duty done, 715 

Imply reward. Religion is mistake. 

Duty ! There's none, but to repel the cheat 

Te cheats, away I ye daughters of my pride ! 

Who feign yourselves the fav'rites of the skies : 

Ye tow*ring hopes ! abortive energies ! 780 

That toss and struggle in my \ying breast. 

To scale the skies, and build presumptions there, 

As I were heir of an eternity. 

Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 

Why travel far in quest of sure defeat ? 735 

As bounded as my being, be my wish. 

All is inverted, wisdom is a fool. 

Sense ! take the rein ; blind passion ! drive us on ; 

And ignorance ! befriend us on our way; 

Te new, but truest patrons of our peace! 730 

Yes; give the pulse full empire ; live the brute, 

Since as the brute we die. The sum of man, 

Of godlike man ! to revel, and to rot 

* But not on equal terms with other brutes: 
Their revels a more po^ant relish yield, 785 

And safer too ; they never poisons choose. 
Instinct, than reason, makes more wholesome meals, 
And sends all-marring murmur far away. 
For sensual life they best philosophize ; 
Thcin>, that serene, the sages sought in vain : 740 
'Tis man alone expostulates with Hcav'n ; 
His, all the pow'r, and all the cause, to mourn. 
Shall human eyes alone dissolve in tears f 
And bleed, in anguish, none but human hearts f 
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Hie wida-9tj%tcbM realm of iiitellE:Ctiii:)l wo^ 

Surp&^ing' scnaual far, \b aU our owiT. 

In 1i£j 1^ fftlallj di&tinguii$h^d, why 

Cast ID DDG bt| codfouiidcd^ lun^Vl, in deoLth f 

* Ejk yet ia being, was maj^lnnd in guilt i^ 

Whj iJuinderM tills pectilrar claits^: a^in:^( us, 7BiQ 
AU-mortal^ and all-wretcKcd f — Have tho skJea 
Aeiuciiu of itBte their fiubjecla may not acBn, 
ICor humbly r^asorii when they aorely sij^hf ^ 

Alt-mprtal, and ali-wffilchetl I—^Tis too much ^ 
UDparallel'd in rif&ture : ^ti* too mucht 755 

On bi'iiijj iinrequcstetl at Oiy hamlsj 
Omnipotent .' for I see aoq^^ but powV. 

* And why m<3 that ? Why thpaght ? To toil atii) eu^ 
Then moke our bed m darfenei^, n«ed» no thought 
Whnt superfluities i&re reasoning »otdi I 760 
Ob, give eternity I or thought destroy ! 

But without thought our nurac wore hdf unrdtt 
Its bUir^tcd edgR would spare the throbbing heart; 
Andf thc^reioref *titi bestowed, f tbanlk thte^ IlGasolii 
For Biding life's tooemnlJ calnmitie3> 7S5 

And giving- being; to the drrad of death. 
Such ana i^y bounties ! — Wuh it rln n too mu^h 
For me to trespass on the brutal rights ? 
Too much for Heav'n to make one emmet more ? 
Tqp much for chaos to permit my mass 770 

A longer stay widi essences unwrought, 
UnfasbionM, untormented into man ? 
Wretched preferment to this round of pains I 
Wretched capacity of frenzy, thought ! 
Wretched capacity of dying, life ! 775 

Life, thought, worth, wisdom, all (O foul revolt !) 
Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

* Death then has changed its natuife too : O deatii ! 
Come to my bosom, thou best gift of Hcav'n I 
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Best friend of man ! since man is man no more. 780 

Why in this thorny wilderness so long. 

Since there's no promised land's ambrosial bow'r, 

To pay me with its honey for my stings ? 

If needful to the selfish schemes of Heav'n 

To sting us sore., why mock'd our misery ? 785 

Why this so sumptuous insult o'er our heads f 

Why this illustrious canopy display'd ? 

Why so magnificently lodged despair f 

At stated periods, sure-returning, roll 

These glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 790 

Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lose 

Their misery's full measure ? — Smiles with flow'rs, 

And fruits, promiscuous, erer-teeming earth, 

That man may lai^uish in luxurious scenes. 

And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 795 

Claim earth and skies man's admiration, due 

For such delights ? Blest animals ! too wise 

To wonder ; and too happy to complain ! 

* Our doom decreed demands a mournful scene : 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemned ? 800 
Why not the dragon's subterranean den, 
For man to howl in f Why not his abode 
Of the same dismal colour with his fate ? 
A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expense 
Of time, toil, treasure, art, for owls and adders, 805 
As congruous, as for man this lofty dome, [are ; 
Which prompts proud tliought, and kindles high de- 
If, from her humble chamber in the dost, [flamet, 
While proud thought swells, and high desire in- 
The poor worm call us for her inmates there ; 810 
And, round us, death's inexorable hand 
Draws the dark curtain close ; undrawn no more. 

< Undrawn no nore ! — ^Behind the cloud of death. 
Once I beheld m sun ; a son which ^U 
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At such a scene, and sighs for somctliing more. 
Amid thy boasts, presumptions, and displays, 
And art thou then a shadow ? less than shade ? 850 
And nothing ? less than nothing ? To have been* 
And not to be, is lower than unbom. 
Art thou ambitious ? Why then make tiie worm 
Thine equal ? Runs thy taste of pleasure high ? 
"Why patronize sure death of ev'ry joy ? 855 

Charm riches ? Why choose begg*ry in the graye. 
Of ev'rj' hope a bankrupt I and for ever ? 
■Ambition, pleasure, avarice, persuade thee 
To make tliat world of glory, rapture, wealth, 
ITioy* lately proved thy souPs supreme desire. 860 

What art thou made of? Rather how unmade ? 
Great Nature's master-appetite destroyed ! 
Is endless life, and happiness, despised ? 
Or both wishM, here, where neither can be found ? 
Such man's perverse etetnal war with Hcav'n ! 865 
Darest thou persist ? And is there nought on earth. 
But a long train of transitory forms, 
Rising, and breaking, millions in an hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantastic deiiy, blown up 
In sport, and then in cruelty destroyed ? 870 

Oh ! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo ! 
Destroys thy scheme the whole of human race ? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compared to thee : 
Oh ! spare this waste of being half divine; 
And vindicate th' economy of Heav'n. ■ 875 

Heav*n is all love ; all joy in giving joy ; 
Tt npvcr had created, but to bless : 
And shall it, Uien, strike off the list of life, 
A !>oing blest, or worthy so to be ? 
ilciiv'n starts at an annihilating God. 880 

» In the Sixth MshU 
15 -«. 



Is that, aH nature stajrts at, Oij dfltlra? 
Art such a dod to wuh tfajrsdf all day f 
What is that dreadful wish ?— Tha ^^bIT iP^ 
Of natora, murder'd by the blackest gvlH. 
What deadly poisoa has ^ nature dnmkf IS 
To natnre imdebaach'd no shock so ^pneat ; 
Nature's first wish is endless happiaaas ; 
Annihilation is an after-lfaovgfat, 

. A monstrous wish, unborn till virtue dies. 
And, oh! what depth of horror lies encloiad! 19 
For non-existence no man ever wished, ^ 
But, fiist, be wishM the Deitjr destroyed. . 

If 8o» what words are dariceqoni^ to dnnr' - 
Thy picture true? The darkesCare toofiyb 
Beneath what baneful planet, in wbat Iwar 19 
Of desperation, by what fury's aid. 
In what infernal posture of the soul, « 

, All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At such a birth, a birth so near of kin. 
Did thy foul fancy whelp so black a schema SM 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half blown. 
And deities begun, reduc'd to dust ? 

There's nought, (thou say'st,) but one eternal in 
Of feeble essences, tumultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into night's abyss. 9(ff 
Say, m this rapid tide of human ruin. 
Is there no rock, on which man's tossing thought 
Can rest from terror, dare his fate survey. 
And boldly think it something to be bom ? 
Amid such hourly wrecks of being fair, 910 

Is there no central all-sustaining base. 
All-realizing, all-connecting pow'r. 
Which, as it call'd forth all Uiings, can recall 
And force destruction to refund her spoil ? 
Command like ^tw e tti^VQT»\«jt \\^^Kcv ^^^ ♦ 91S 
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Bid death's dark vale its human harvest yield. 
And earth, and ocean, pajr their debt of man. 
True to the grand deposit trusted there f 
Is there no potentate, whose outstretchM aim, 
When ripening time calls forth th* appointed hoar, 
Fluck*d from foul derastation's famished maw, 921 
Binds present, past, and Aiture, to his throne f 
His throne, how glorious, thus divinely graced, 
■By germinating beings clustering round! 
A garland worthy the Divinity ! 9S6 

A thrcme, by Heav*n*s omnipotence in smilee, 
Built (like a Pharos towering in the waves) 
Amidst immense effusions of his love ! 
An ocean of communicated bliss ! 

An all-prolific, all-preserving God ! 930 

This were a God indeed. — ^And such is man. 
As here presumed : he rises frcHn his fall. 
Thiok'st thou Omnipotence a naked root. 
Each blossom fair of Deity destroyM f 
Nothing is dead ; nay, nothing sleeps : each sool. 
That ever animated human clay, 936 

Now wakes ; is on the wing : and wUfre* O where, 
Will the swarm settle ? — When the tnimpet*s call. 
As sounding brass, collects us round Heav*n*8 throne 
Conglobcd, we bask in everlasting day, 940 

(Paternal splendour!) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the soiil this outlet to the skies. 
In tliis vast vessel of the universe, W 

How should we gasp, as in an empty void .' 
How in the pangs of famishM hope expire ! 945 

How bright my prospect shines ! how gloomy, thine ! 
A trembling world ! and a devouring God ! 
Earth, but the shambles of Omnipotence ! 
Heaven's face all stainM with causeless massacref 
Of countless millions, bom to feel the paii!^ ^^ 



m THE COMPLAINT. IVIgfatVIL 

Of beiiig lost Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
This bids us shudder at the thooghts of life. 
Who would be'bom to such a phantom woildi 
Where nought substantial, but oar mineiy ? 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our distrcM, 9S5 
So socm to perish, and revive no more f 
The greater such a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, so far from great (and yet how graat 
It shines to thee !) tbere*s nothing real in it ; 
Being, a shadow ! consciousness, a dream ! 901 
A dream, how dreadful ! Universal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor man, a spark 
From non-existence struck by wrath divine ; 
Glittering a moment, nor that moment sure ; 
'Midst upp<;r, nether, and surroun^ng nig^t, 96S 
His snd, sure, sudden, and eternal tomb ! 

Lorenzo, dost thou feel these arguments ? 
Or is Oierc uoutjht but vengeance can be felt ? 
How bust lliou dared the bcity deihi-one ? 
How dc-irod iu'lict liira of a world lik<i this? 9W 

If such tlif. world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is dime, butcau>e of misery? 
Kt'lract, blaspheniL'r! and unriddle tliis. 
Of ciidlrss ai-giunents. above, Ivlow, 
Wii:iout us, ond within, lh« short re-jult — 975 

♦if iiii-ji's iramorl.'il, tliert's a (iod in heav'n.' 

liui w.icrctbro such reduiulanoy? such waste 
Of :il^umciit ? One bols my soul at rrst ! 
One ()l)vious>, and at hfuul, and, oh ! — at hoart 
So ju'*t tnr.' skies, Philandc-r's life 80 paiuM, 980 

His hi.Hrt so pure ; that, or succeeding scf>nes 
Ha\e n ihns to give, or ueVr liad he betn bom. 

* What an old tale is this I' Jjort^nro ciies. 
1 grant liiis argument is o'd : hut truth 
Wo years i\n\mvi- ; «i\v\ Wvi twiv. vJoks V^-Viw true, 985 
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Thou never hadst despised it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as ihy soul ; and fable 
As fleeting as Ihj joya. Be wise, nor make 
Heav'n's highest blessing, vengeance ; O be wise ! 
Nor make a curse of immortality. 990 

Say, know'st thou what it is, or what thou art? 
Know*st thou th' importance of a soul unmortal f 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds .' 
Amazing pomp ! Redouble thus amaze ; 994 

Ten thousand add ; and twice ten diomand more ; 
Then weigh the whole : one soul outweighs them all; 
And calls th* astonishing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 998 

For this, believe not me ; no man believe : 
Trust not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no lest 
Than those of the Supreme ; nor his, a few ; 
Consult them all ; consulted, all proclaim 
Thy souPs importance. Tremble at thyself; 
For whom Omnipotence has waked so loi^ : 
Has waked, and work'd for ages; from the birdi 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 1006 

In this small province of His vast domain, 
(All nature bow, while I pronounce His name !) 
What has God done, and not for this sole end^ 
To rescue souls from death ? the souPs high price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the skies. 1011 

The soul's high price is the creation's key, 
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays 
The genuine cause of cv*ry deed divine : 
That is. the chain of ages, which maintains 1015 
Their obvious corresp<Hidence, and unites 
Most distant periods in one blest design : 
That is the mighty hinge, on which have tum'd 
All revolutions, whether wc regard 
The nat*ral, civil, or religious world ; lOSW 

J5* , 
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Tlie fonner two but servants to the third : 
To that their duty done, they both expire ; 
Their mass new-cast, forgot their deeds renowned; 
And angels ask, * Where once they shone so bk^ 

To lift us from this abject, to sublime ; lOta 

This flux, to permanent ; this dai-k, to day ; 
This foul, to pure -, this turbid, to serene ; 
This mean, to mighty ! — for this glorious end 
Th' Almighty, rising, his long sabbath broke ! 1029 
The world was made ; was ruined ; was lestoied; 
Laws from the skies were publishM ; were repealed; 
On earth, kings, kingdoms, rose ; kings, kingdoins,fel]; 
Famed sages lighted up tlie pagan world ; 
Prophets frcHn Sion darted a keen glance 1034 

Thro' distant age; saints traveled; martyn bltd; 
By wonders sacred nature stood controll'd ; 
The living were translated ; dead were raised ; 
Angels, aud more than angels, caine from hcav'n ; 
And, oh ! for this, descended lower still ! 
<^Jilt wad hell's gloom ; astonished at his guest lOW 
For one short moment Lucifer adored : 
Lorenzo J uid wilt thou do less ? — For this 
That hallowM page, fools scoff at, was inspired, 
Of all these truths tlirice-venerablc code I 
Deists! perform your quarentinc ; and then 1045 
Fall prostrate ere you touch it, les.t you die. 

Nor less intensely bent infernal i)ow*rs 
To mar, tlian those of light, this end to gain. 
O what a scene is here ! — Lorenzo, ^vake I 
Rise to the thought ; t^xert, expand thy soul IOjO 
To take the vast idea : it denies 
All else the name of great Two warring worlds! 
Not Kurope against Afric ; warring worlds. 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing ! 
On ardent >\ ings of energy and zeal, J(J55 
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Higii-hot*ring o*er this little brand of strife ! 
This sublunary ball — But strife, for what? 
In their own cause conflicting ? No ; in thine, 
In man^s. His sing^le interest blows the flame ; 
His the sole stake ; his fate ttie trumpet sounds, 
Which kindles war inmiortal. How it bums ! 1061 
Tumultuous swarms of deities in arms ! 
Force, force opposing, till the waves ran high, 
And tempest nature's universal sphere. 
Such opposites eternal, stedfast, stera, 1065 

Such foes implacable, are Good and 111 ; [diem. 
Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between 

Think not this fiction : * There was war in heav'n.' 
From heav*n*s high crystal mountain, where it hung, 
Th' Almighty's outstretch'd arm took down his bow, 
And shot his indignaticm at the deep : ' 1071 

R(5-tbunder'd hell, and darted all her fires.— 
And scorns the stake of little moment still ? 
And slumbers man, who singly caused the storm? 
He sleeps. — And art thou shock'd at mysteries ? 
The greatest, thou. How dreadful to reflect. 
What ardour, care, and counsel, mortals cause 
In breasts diviue ! How little in their own ! 

Where'er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me f 
How happily this wondrous view supports 1080 

My former argument ! How strongly strikes 
Immortal life'j full demonstration here ! 
Why this exertion ? Why this strange regard 
From heav'n's Omnipotent indulged to man f — 
Because, in man, the glorious, dreadful pow'r, 1065 
Extrrmely to be pain'd, or blest, for ever. 
Duration gives importance ; swells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weight ; 
Or stand, or fJEdl ; no matter which ^ he's g<Mie. \Q^ 
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Because immortal, therefore is indulged . 

This strange regard of deities to dust. 

Hence, heav*n looks down on earth with all her ejcti 

Hence, the soal*s mighty moment in her sight : 

Hence ev'ry soul has partisans above, 1091 

And ev*iy thought a critic in the skies : 

Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its gnaid, 

And ev^ry guard a passion for his chaise : 

Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 

Has held high counsel o*er the fate of man. IIW 

Nor have the clouds those gracious counsels hid. 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne. 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphasis and awe, 
He spoke his will, and trembling nature heard : 
He spoke it loud, in thunder and in storm. 1106 
Witness, thou Sinai !* whose cloud-cover'd heigfati 
And shaken basis, ownM the present God : 
Witness, ye billows !f whose returning tide. 
Breaking the chain that fastenM it in air, 1110 

Swept Egypt, Euid her menaces, to hell : 
Witness, ye flames ! th' Assyrian tyrant blew^ 
To sevenfold rage, as impotent, as strong : 
And thou, earth ! witness, whose expanding jaws 
Closed o'er presumption's sacrilegious sons.^ 1115 
Has not each element in turn subscribed 
The soul's high price, and sworn it to the wise ? 
Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, strove 
To strike this truth through adamantine man ? 
If not all-adamant, Lorenzo ! hear : ll^'* 

All is delusion ; nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold night, from reason's keenest eye ; 
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There*8 no consisteace, meaning;, plan, or end, 

In all beneadi the sun, in all above, 

(As far as man can penetrate) or heaven 1126 

Is an immense, inestimtible prize ; 

Or all is nothing, or that prize is all. — 

And shall each toy be still a match for heav'n, 

And full equivalent for groans below ? 

Who would not ^ve a trifle to prevent, 1130 

What he would give a thousand worlds to cnre ? 

Lorenzo, thou hast seen (if thine to see) 
All nature, and her God (by nature's course. 
And nature's course controlM) declare for me : 
The skies above proclaim, * Immortal man !* 1135 
And, * Man immortal !* all below resounds. 
The world's a system of theol(^. 
Read by the greatest strangers to the schools : 
If honest, leam'd ; and sages o'er a plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo, then, imposed on thee 1140 

This hard alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy reason, and thy sense ; or, to believe ? 
What tlien is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit ; 
A strenuous enterprise : to gain it, man 
Must burst through ev'ry bar of common sense, 1145 
Of common shame, magnanimously wrong. 
And what rewards the sturdy combatant? 
His prize, re{)entance ; infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore infamy ? — ^For want of faith, 
Down the steep precipice of wrong he sUdes ; 1150 
There's nothing to support him in the right 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at least 
In embryo, ev'ry weakness, ev'ry guilt ; 
And strong temptation ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed, 1155 

Why not his country sold, his father slain? 
'Tis virtue to pursue our good supreme ; 
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And his supremef Iua ou\j ^ood, ia beiv. 

Ambitiau, av'ritt?, by ih^ wisw djidaiii^d, 

I« perfect wisdoni, wbiU^ maokiiLd are roolif 1160 

And tbLhk a turfi cft tomb-atoue, ccn^t^ aU t 

The He find tfrnploYmeELlt anil prnfidfi far ieme 

A richer pasture^ and a lar^c^r rang:e ; 

And fletuti by right divTDe Bjctnda the thicoiie. 

When lirtue^s priap iind prospect are aa more; 116S 

Virttu* no more we think the will of Hear*n. 

Wmld HeHv*ii qtiite beggar nriupy if ijelw^d ? 

* Haa virtiie chAnns T — I g:i*ant her hi*E?*nlj &tr i 
But if tinpoHion^d, all will inVrcsC wcd^ 
ThoiTi^b th^t oiiraditiinitioiiT thia qar choice. 1170 
Thp viiine* grow on ijntfJOHnJitjf ; 
That root destroy *d, ih«y wiiher midcxpire- 
A Doily belie vM, will nmight sToil ; 
Be wards ^d pintishmDnld mak^ God adored , 
And faape« wid fears give cOR^cieni:^ all ber iJOW*r, 
As m thfi^ djing^ partnt dke tbt child, 117l(f 

Virtue, with uamortality, aipires. 
Who tellls mcj be dctiif^s his wml iirunorltiU 
WbateVr kus boast, hcus told rne, hu'^ a knare* 
His duty his, to love himself atone ; 1180 

Nor care, though mankind perish; if he smiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man shall wholly die, 
Is dead already ; nought but brute survives. 

And are there such.? — Such c^didates there are 
For more than death ; for utter loss of being ; 1185 
Being, the basis of the Deity ! 
Ask you the cause ? — The cause they will not tell ; 
Nor need they : Oh, the sorceries of sense ! 
They work this transfoimation on the soul, 
Dismount her, like the serpent at the fall, 1190 

Dismouat her from her native wing (which 9oar*d 
Erewhile ethereal heigbU) ^swV \5mcw >aat ^af^> , 
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To lick the dust, and crawl in such a thought 

Is it in words to paint you f O ye fall'n ! 
Fairn from the wings of reason, and of hopje ! 1196 
Erect in stature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain ! 
Lovers of argument, averse to sense ! 
Boasters of liberty, fast bound in chains ! 
Lords of the wide creation, and the shame ! 1200 
More senseless than th' irrationals you scorn ! 
More base tiian ^ose you rule ! than those yovi pity, 
Far more undone ! O ye most infamcHis 
Of beings, from superior dignity .' 
Deepest in wo from means of boundless bliss ! 1205 
Ye curst by blessings infinite ! because 
Most highly favoured, most profoundly lost ! 
Ve motley mass of contradiction strong ! 
And are you, too, convinced, your souls fly off 
In exhalation soft, and die in air, 1210 

From the full flood of evidence against you ? 
In the coarse drudgeries and sinks of sense. 
Your souls have quite worn out Hbte make of heaven, 
By vice new-cast, and creatures of your own : 
But tliough you can deform, you can't destroy ; 
To curse, not uncreate, is all your power. 1216 

Lorenzo, this black brothei^ood renounce ; 
Renounce Sl Evremont* and read St. Paul. 
Ere wrapt by miracle, by reason wing'd. 
His mounting mind made long abode in heav'n. 1?20 
Thii) is free thinking, unconfinM to parts, 
To send the soul on curious travel bent. 
Through all tlie provinces of human thought ; 
To dart her flight through the whole sphere of man ; 
Of this vast universe to make the tour ; 1225 

* An infidel loriter. 
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In eack rtcesi of spscc, and tijne-f at htyn^ \ 
Faniillur wUb tb^ii* wucvtl^r.^ij drving' de^p; 
Audt like a priute of Iwumikn mCrcst& thcre^ 
Still most anibiti^us of tfee modt j^einote i 
To look on tfuih uuibroken, and entire ; 1 230 

TmtJj in the &jstem, the Ml orb ; whcuR tmtla 
By truth* MiHgkt«ii*dj ajid syiUiiii'di afford 
An o-rch'like atrong fDundatioiir to isupport 
Th^ inrttjnbent weight vf Hbwlute cijmplttP 
Conviction : het* the more ivc pitss^ t^c staiui I23i 
Mor« fimi ; who most eitaiinnCf naost believe* 
Fart^t Hke half'*entenc*s, confound ; the whole 
ConTCji the sense^ atid God ts oaderttoqjd ; 
Who not in frvgrnents wrife* to hunmrj ract" i 
Eead hia whole votgme, icaplic f then reply. IfW 

ITit^, thJsp is think lag Iroe, n thoDght tlmi g^nispi 
Bejoml 11 grain, and lookfl beyond an hour. 
Turn up Ihiiie eje, inrrey this midnight Bcene: 
What are earth^i kingdoms, to yim bouiidJesj lytbSj 
Of humim soulf , one day, the dt-slin-d mnge f 124a 
And what ytm boundksH prha to g:odJike man? 
Those uum^rous worlds that ihitiug; the Rrtuamtot, 
And ask more space in heaven, can roll at large 
Jn man*8 capacious thought, and still leave room 
For ampler orbs, for new creations, there. 1250 
Can such a soul contract itself, to gripe 
A point of no dimension, of no weighit ? 
It can; it does : the world is such a point ; 
And, of that point, how small a part enslaves ! 1255 

How small a part — of nothing, shall I say ? 
Why not'*— Friends, our chief treasure, how they drop! 
Lucia, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth ; and, in arv ftvjtvxV \o\cfe, \l(\Q 

Loud calls my 90u\, ai\(\ uW^n «\\\ ^\^'S- 
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How the world falls to pieces round about us, 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 
What says this transportation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 
JUid scorn tibds wretched spot they leave so poor. 
Eternity's vast ocean lies before tibee ; 1266 

There, there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa sails. 
Give thy mind sea-room ; keep it wide of eaitii, 
That rock of souls unmortal ; cut thy cord ; 
Weigh anchor ; spread thy sails ; call ev'ry wind ; 
Eye thy great Pole-star; make the land of life. 1271 

Two kinds of life has double-natur*d man, 
And two of death ; the last far more severe. 
Life animal is nurtured by the sun ; 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams, 
Life rational subsists on higher food, 1276 

Triumphant in His beams who made the day. 
When we leave that sun, and are left by this, 
(The fate of all who die in stubborn guilt) 
'Tis utter darkness, strictly double death. 1280 

We sink by no judicial stroke of Heav'n, 
But nature's course, as sure as plummets fall. 
Since God, or man, must alter, ere they meet, 
(For light and darkness blend not in one sphere) 
'Tis manifest, Lorenzo, who must change. 1285 

If, then, that double death should prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity : 
Man shall be blest, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heav'n arms 
With an illustrious, but tremendous pow'r 1290 
To counteract its own most gracious ends ; 
And tliis, of strict necessi^, not choice : 
That powV denied, men, angels, were no more 
But passive engines, void of praise or blame. 
A nature rational implies the pow'r 1296 

16 
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Of being blest, or wretdied, as we plaase; 

Else idle retaaa woald have noagfat to do : 

And he that woold be barr'd capadtjr 

Of pain, courts incapacity of bliss. 

Heay'n wills our happiness, allowi our doon; 1911 

Invites us ardentlj, but not compels. 

Heav*n but persuades, almightf man decraef ; 

Man is tiie maker of immortal fiates, 

Man falls by man, if finally he fidls ; 

And fall he must, who learns from death aloM^ 

The dreadful secret— that he lives ibr ev«r. tM 

Why this to thee ? — ^thee yet, perhaps, in dodbt 
Of second life ? But wherefore doobtfol still ? 
Eternal life is Natare*8 ardent wish : 
What ardently we wish, we soon believe ; 1S19 
Thy tardy faith declares that wish de s troyM; 
What has destroyed it ?— Shall I tell thee what? 
When fearM the future, 'tis no longer wished; 
And when unwish'd, we strive to disbelieve. 
« Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.' 1S16 

Nor that the sole detection ! Blush, Lorenio, 
Blush for hypocrisy, if not for guilt 

The future fear'd ! — An infidel, and fear ? 
Fear what? a dream ? a fable ? — How thy dfesd, 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore strong, 1320 

Affords my cause an undesigii'd support ! 
How disbelief affirms what it denies ! 
• It, unawares, asserts immortal life.'— 
SuiT)rising ! Infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confession of our sins : ISS 

Apostites, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo, with Lorenzo clash no more ; 
Nor lon^r a transparent vizor wear. 
Think'st thou, religion only has her mask ? 
Our infidels mc S^\»d7 % Vv\\joct\^% •, J33Q 
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Pretend the worst, and, at the bottom, fail. 

When visited by thought (thought will intrude) 

Like him they serve, they tremble, and believe. 

Is there hypocrisy so foul as this ? 

So fatal to the wdfaxe of the world? 1395 

What detestation, what contempt, their due ! 

And if unpaid* be thank*d for their escape 

That Christian candour they strive haid to acom. 

If not for that asylum, they mig^t find 

A hell on earth ; nor ^actipe a worse below. 1340 

With insolence, and impotence of thought. 
Instead of racking fancy, to refute, 
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.— 
But shall I dare confess the dire result ? 
Can thy proud reason brook so black a brand? 
From purer manners, to sublimer faith, 1316 

Is nature's unavoidable ascent; 
An honest deist, where the Gospel shines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Christian ends. 
When that blest change arrives, e'en cast aside 
This song superfluous ; life immortal strikes 1351 
Conviction, in a flood of light diving. 
A Christian dwells, like Uriel, in the sun.* 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight ; 
And ardeht hope anticipates the skies. 13S5 

Of that bright sun, Lorenzo ! scale the sphere; 
'Tis easy ; it invites thee ; it descends 
From heav'n to woo, and waft thee whence it came : 
Read and revere the sacred page; a page 
Where triumphs inunortality ; a page 1360 

Which not the whole creation could produce ; 
Which not the conflagration shall destroy ; 
In nature's ruins not one letter lost : 

« See MilUnCs Paradise Lost, 
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^Tis printed in the mind c^ ^oda for ever. 

In prood disdain of what e*en ^ods adore, 1365 
Dost smile ? — ^Poor wretch ! thy gnanlian sogd 
Angels, snd men, ai<sent to what I sin^ ; [weftpi. 
Wits smile, and thank me for my midnight dreuL 
How vicious hearts fume fremy to the brain ! 
I^irts push us on to pride, and pride to ahame; 13iY 
Pert infideUty is Wit*s cockade. 
To grace the brazen brow that braves the skies, 
By loss of being, dreadfully secure. 
Lorenio ! if diy doctrine wins the day. 
And drives ray dreams, defeated, fitMD the field ; 
If this is all, if earth a final scene, ISfS 

Take heed ; stand fast; be sure to be a knave; 
A knave in grain ! ne^er deviate to the right : 
Sbouldst thou be good — ^how infinite thj lose ! 
Guilt Qply makes annihilation gain. IM 

Blest scheme ! which life deprives of comftni, deidl 
Of hope ; and which vice only recommends. 
If so, where, infidels, your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts ? Where your lofty boast 
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man ? 1385 

Annihilation, I confess, in those. 

What can reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
Philosophers the converts of a song ? 
Yet know, its titlo* flatters you, not me : 
Yours be the praise to make my title good ; 1390 
Mine, to bless Hcav'n, and triumph in yonr praise. 
But since so pestilential your disease, 
Thougli 8ov*reign is the med'cinc I prescribe. 
As yet, ril neither triumph, nor despair : 13J^ 

But hope, ere long, my midm>ht dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wisdom — to be wise : 

• The Infidd Reclaimed, 
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For why should souls inunortal, made for bliss, 
E*er wish (and wish in vain !) that souls could die ? 
What ne'ier can die, Oh ! ^rant to live ; and crown 
The wish, and aim, and labour, of the skies ; 1400 
Increase, and enter on the joys of heav'n : 
Thus shall my title pass a sacred seal^ 
Receive an imfMrimatur from above, 
While angek shout— An mfidel ledaimM ! 14M 

To close, Lorenzo. Spite of all my pains. 
Still seems it strange, that thou shouldst live for ever? 
Is it less strange, that thou shouldst live at all? 
This is a miracle ; and that no more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 
Deny thou art ; then, doubt if thou shalt be. 1410 
A miracle with miracles enclosed. 
Is man : and starts his faith at what is strange ? 
What less than wonders, frc»n the Wonderful; 
What less than miracles, from God, can flow f 
Admit a God — that mystery supreme ! 1415 

That cause uncaused ! all other wonders cease ; 
Nothing is marvellous for him to do : 
Deny Him — ^all is mystery besides ; 
Millions of mysteries ! each darker &r 
Than that thy wisdom would, unwisely, shun. 1490 
If weak thy faith, why choose the harder side? 
We nothing know, but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellous, we canU beUeve. 
So weak our reason, and so great our God. 
What most surprises in the sacred page, 1425 

Or fiill as strange, or stranger, must be true. 
Faith is not reason^s labour, but repose. 

To faith, and virtue, why so backward, man ? 
From hence : — The present strongly strikes us all ; 
The future, faintly. Can we, then, be men .' 1490 
If men, Lorenzo, the reverse is right 
16* 
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Health to the fnme ! and vigour to the mind ! 
A joy attempered ! a chastised delight ! 
Like the &ir summer evening, mild and sweet I 
'Tis man's full cup ; his paradise below ! 1470 

A blest hereafier, then, or hoped, or gained* 
Is all ;--<Nir whole of happiness : fi&U proof, 
I chose no trivial or inglorious dieme. 
And know, ye foes to song! .(well «»— «»pg men, 
Though quite forgotten half jour BiUe's* praise !) 
Important truths, in ej^ of verse, may please. 1476 
Grave minds you praise; nor can you praisa too 

much: 
If there is weight in an etemi^. 
Let the grave listen; — and be graver still. 

* 7%« poetUai parts of it 



THE COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT VIIL 
¥IBTp*S APOLOGY I 
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THE BIAN OF THE WCffiLD ANSWERBDl 

In which are consideied. the Lore of ^ Life; Oi 
Ambitioo and Pleanre, with ths IVit wdWii* 
dom of the World. 



AND has all natnre, then, espoused my part ? 
Have I bribed heav'n, and earth, to plead aga&Mt 

thee? 
And is thy soul immortal ? — ^What remains ? 
AH, all, Lorenzo ! — Make immortal, blest 
Unblest immortals ! What can shock us uKMne ? 5 
And yet Lorenzo still affects the world ; 
There, stows his treasure ; thence, his title draws, 
Man of the world! (for such wouldst thou be called) 
And art thou proud of that inj^lorious style ? 
Proud of reproach ? For a reproach it was, 10 

In ancient days ; and Christian, — in an age, 
When men were men, and not ashamed of heav'n, 
Fired their ambition, as it crown*d their jo}'. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Castalian font. 
Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 15 

A purer spirit, and a nobler name. 



VIRTUE'S APOLOGY. 1«S 

Thy foad attachments, fatal and inflamed. 
Point out my path, and dictate to my song : 
To thee, the world how fair ! how strongly strikes 
Ambitioii ! and gay pleasure strmger still ! 20 

Thy triple bane ! Ihe triple bolt, tiiat lays 
Tliy virtne dead! Be tfaefs niy triple theme ; 
Nor shall thy wit, or wisdom, be forgot 

Common the theme ; not so Hbe song ; if she 
My song invokes, Urania, deigns to smile. 85 

The charm that chains as to the worid, her foe» 
If she dissolves, the man of earth, at once. 
Starts from his trance, and sighs for other scenes ; 
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stars shall 

diine 
Unnomber'd sons, (for all things, as they are, 90 
The blest behold ;) and, in one gloiy, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's astonishM sight ; 
A blaze, — ^the least illustrious object there. 

Lorenzo ! since eternal is at hand. 
To swallow time's ambitions ; as the vast Sfi^. 

Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high descent, attainments high» 
If unattain'd our highest? O Lorenzo! 
What lofty thoughts, these elements above, 40 

What tow'ring hopes, what sallies from the sun. 
What grand surveys of destiny divine, 
And pompous presage of unfadiom'd fate. 
Should roll in bosoms, where a spirit bums. 
Bound for eternity ! In bosoms read 49 

By Him, who foibles in archangels sces.h 
On human hearts He bends a jealous eye,. 
And marks, and in heav'n's register enrolls 
The rise and progress of each option there ; 
Sacred to doomsday ! That the pa^ uik{o\d»^ %^ 
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And spreads as to the gaze of gods and men. 

And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine? 
This world ! and this, unrivalM bj the skies ! 
A world, where lust of pleasure, grandeur, gald, 
Thi«e demons that divide its realms between thoMi 
With strokes alternate buffet to and (ro SS 

Man's restless heart, their sport, their flying ball; 
Till, with the giddy circle, sick and tiredf 
It pants for peace, and drops into despair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo sets above flO 

That glorious promise, angels were esteemed 
Too mean to bring *, a promise, their Adored 
Descended to communicate, and press. 
By counsel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wisdom wooes, 15 

And on its thorny pillow seeks repose ; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill preparedv 
Intoxicates, but not composes ; fills 
The visionary mind with gay chimeras. 
All the wild trash of sleep, without the rest; W 
"What unfeign'd travel, and what dreams erf" joy! 

How fi-ail, men, tilings ! how momentary both! 
Fantastic chase of shadows, hunting shades ! 
The gay, the busy, equal, though unlike ; 
Equal in wisdom, differently wise ! 75 

Through flow'ry meadows, and thro' dreary wastes, 
One bustling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought. 
Betrays some secret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes him sick of seeing more. 30 
The scenes of business tell us — * What are men ;' 
The scenes of pleasure—* What is all beside :' 
There, others we despise ; and here, ourselves. 
Amid disgust eternal, dwells delight? 
'Tis approbation slix^'Ci^ \X-t ^\xvcv^ of yjy, 85 
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What wondrous prize hag kindled this career, 
Stuns yj^ih the din, and chokes us with the dost. 
On life's gay stage, one inch above the grave f 
The proud run up and down in quest of eyes ; 
The sensual in pursuit of something worse ; 90 

The grave, of gold ; the politic^ of pow'r ; 
And all,^f other butterflies, as vam ! 
As eddies draw things frivolous and liglR, 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn in ; 
On the swift circle of returning toys, 9$ 

Whirl'd, straw-like,' round and round, and then in- 
Where gay delusion darkens to despair ! [gulTd, 

* This is a beaten track.' — Is diis a track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat euough, 
Till enough learnt the truths it would inspire. 100 
Shall truth be silent because folly frowns ? 
Turn the worid's history ; what find we there. 
But fortune's sports, or nature's cruel claims. 
Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge. 
And endless inhumanities on man ? 105 

Fame's trumpet seldom sounds, but, like the knell, 
It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 
Man's misadventures round the list'ning world ! 
Man is the tale of narrative old time ; 
Sad tale ! which high as paradise begins ; 110 

As if the toil of travel to delude. 
From stage to stage, in his eternal round. 
The days, his daughters, as they spin our hours 
On fortune's wheel, where accident unthought 
Oft, in a moment, snaps life's strongest thread, 115 
Each, in her turn, some tragic story tells. 
With, now and then, a wretched farce between ; 
And fills his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, true as those of men, dec«,vT«x]k\ 
Not one, hut puts some cheat on «IV ia«ii3Bn4 *. "W^ 
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While in tbfcir Other's boBOB, not jet iMOb 

Tker flatter oar find liopet; and pRMwe ■Mch 

Ofamiaft^: bat hold him not o'enrise. 

Who daref to tiust them; and bagfa roondftejMr, 

Ai still-ocnfidii^, stiU-coofiMBded, man ; US 

Coofiding, though co nf o— drd ; hoping oo. 

Untaught br trial, onconrinced by proo^ ^ 

And ever looking fiir the nerer seen. 

Life to the last, like hardened fekms, lies ; 

Nor ovros itself a cheat, till it expires. 131 

Its little jojs go out by one and one. 

And leave poor man, at length, in perfect m|^; 

Night darker than what now involres tiw pole. 

O Thou, who dost permit these ills to &U, [nomnf 
For gracious ends, and wooldst that man AaM 
O Thou, whose hands this goodly &bric firamed, 
\Mk> know'st it best, and wooldst that man should 
Wliat is this sublonarr world ? A vapour ! [know ! 
A vapor r all it holds; itself a vapour. 
From the damp bed of cliaos, by thy beam 140 

Exhaled, ordained to swim its destined hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and disappear. 
Lartli*8 days are numbered, nor remote her doom ; 
As mortal, thou|^h lcs:» transient, than her sons; 
Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 145 
Were both eternal, solid ; Thou, a dream. 

They doat, on what ? Immortal views apart, 
A region of outsides ! a land of shadows .' 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promises ! 
A wilderness of joys ! perplexM with doubts, 150 
And sharp witli thorns ! a troubled ocean, spread 
^Vitli bold adventurers, their all on board ; 
No second liope, if here their fortime frowns ! 
Frown soon it must. Of various rates they sail. 
Of eiwi^s Y anoua *, \iU «X^IlWi va. ^^^ 155 
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All restless, anxious ; tossM with hopes and fean. 
In calmest skies ; obnoxious all to storm ; 
And stoiraj the most general blast of life : 
All bound for hapjMness ; jet few pronde 
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies ; IGO 
Or Tirtue*s hebn, to shape the course designed : 
All, more (mt less, capricious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide, and now resorbed. 
And farther from their wishes than before : 
All, more or less, against each other dash, 165 

To mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driven, 
And suflPring more from foUy than from fate. 

Ocean ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Death's capital, where most he domineers, 170 

With all his chosen terrors frowning round, 
{Though lately feasted Wgh at Albion's cost*) 
Wide op'ning, an<l loud roaring still for more ! 
Too faithful mirror ! how dost thou reflect 
The m«I&ncholy face of human life ! 175 

The strong resemblance tempts me farther still : 
And haply, Britain may be deeper struck 
By moral truth, in such a mirror seen. 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienced, high in hope, 180 
When young, with sanguine cheer, and streamers 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, [gay. 

And fondly dream each wind and star our friend ; 
All, in some darling enterprise embark'd : 
But where is he can fathom itf event ? 185 

Amid a multitude of artless hands. 
Ruin's sure perquisite ! her lawful prize I 
Some steer arf^ht ; but the black blast blows hard, 

* Admiral JBalchmy ^c. 
17 \ 
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AaA poft tfawn wide of bopt: with h M pig ljUO d ; 

AiidwiMB.tftroi«efiort has deterred ^|iiS^ 191 
And ti^d H into view, *tia won ! 'lis kutl^ 
Tboqgb ttifxig their oar,^8tiU stionger ifl iheSrjbtift 
inmf gtrike ; ftod, while they tritimpli, tb^ *^f"^ ^ 
la stKSi ofweaAer, ioopiti some sink oatrigfat; IIbI . 
O'er them, and 6*er their names, the billowi d^ » 
To-morrow knows not thej were erer bom. , 
Others a short memorial leave behind, 
Like a flag floating, when the badi^ ingtdTd; 
It floats a moment, and is seen no more : 901 ' 

One Caesar lives ; a thousand are forgot 
Ho«r few beneath aaspicious planets bora, 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond Fate's elect!) 
With swelling sails make good the promis'd port^ 
With all their wishes freighted ! yet e*co iha&Of lOS 
Freighted -with all their wishes, toon ocmplaiii : 
Free from misfortune, not from naturb free, 
They still are men ; and when is man secu]>e ? 
As fatal time, as storm ! the rush of years 909 

Beats down their strength ; their numberless escapes 
In ruin end : and, now, their proud success 
But plants new terrors on the victor's brow : 
What pain to quit the world, just made their own ; 
Their nest so deeply downM, and built so high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the stars. 

Wo then apart (if wo apart can be 216 

From mortal man) and fortune at our nod, 
The gay ! rich ! great.' triumphant! and august! 
What are they ? — The most happy (strange to say !) 
Convince me most of human misery : 220 

What are they ? Smiling wretches of«!o-morrow ! 
More wretched, then, than e'er their slave can be; 
Their treaciriou^ blessings, at the day of need. 
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liike odier ikithless fricDds, unmask, and sting . 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth ! S35 
What aggravated impotence in power ! 
High titles, then, what insult of their pain ! 
If that sole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Immortal hope ! defies not the rude storm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage, 290 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tamh. 

Is this a sketch of what thy soul admires ? 
« But hero (thou saj'st) the miseries of life 
Are huddled in a group. A more distinct 234 

Sun'cy, perhaps, might bring thee better news.' 
Look on life's stages : they speak plainer still ; 
The plainer Ihoy, the deeper wilt thou sigh. 
Look on thy lovely bo}' ; in him behold 
The best that can befall the best on earth ; 
The boy has virtue by his mother's side : 240 

Yes, on Florello look : a father's heart 
Is tender, though the man's is made of stone ; 
The truth, through such a medium seen, may make 
Impression deep, and fondness prove thy friend. 

Florello, lately cast on this rude coast, 245 

A helpless infant ; now a heedless child : 
To poor Clarissa's throes, thy care succeeds ; 
Care full of love, and yet severe as hate I 
O'er thy soul's joy how oft thy fondness frowns I 
Needful austerities his will restrain ; 250 

As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 
As yet, his reason cannot go alone ; 
But asks a sterner nurse ta Ml it on. 
His little heart is often terrified ; 
The blush of morning, in his cheek, turns pale ; 255 
Il3 pearly dew-drop trirtnibles in his eye ; 
His harmless eye ! and drowns an angel there. 
Ah ! what avails his innocence ? The ttak 
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ISoydinM nnrt diKipline kis cariy pofron ^ 
•^ Heleani»toi«h,creheiskiicwmtDtiD; M 

^.y Guatless, and sad ! %Wi«tch before dMftU! 

L^- HoMT cruel duB ! a^ cruel to forbear. 

Our nature socht wAk n a c e^i iy fains 
We pnchase proipecta of precarioQS peac* s 
XlMiqg^nota&AieryaiBin^tsttalangh. I|l 

SappOM him diiripliiind aright, Qf not, 
'Twill ank our poor aooonni to poorer ttino 
Bipe from the tutor, prood of lib«r^. 
He leaps enclosures, bounds into the world ! 
' The wodd is taken, after ten years* toil, M 

Like ancienl Troy ; and all its joys his oiWB. 
Alas ! the world's a tutor more seten ; 
V Its lessons bard, and ill desenre hia paint i 

L Unteacfaing all his virtuous nature taughl* 

?/ Or books (fair virtue's advocates!) inspired. VH 

Tor who receives him into public life f 
Men of the world, the terrse-filial breed. 
Welcome the modest stranger to their sphere, 
(Which gUtter'd long, at distance, in his sight) 
And in their hospitable arms enclose : tSO 

Men, who tliink nought so strong of the rGmance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend : 
Men, that act up to reason^s golden rule. 
All weakness of affection quite subdued : 314 

Men, that would blush at being thought sincere. 
And feign, for gloiy, the few faults they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well; 
As if, to them, vice shone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canst thou bear a shocking sight ? 
Such, for Florello's sake, 'twill now appear : 290 
See, the stcel'd files of seasoned veterans, 
Train'd to the world, in bumish'd falsehood bij^; 
JOeep in tjoe fatal fttnAaignxa o{ ^^vie -^ 
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All soft sensation, in the throng, rubb'd off; 

All their keen purpose in politeness sheathM ; 295 

His friends eternal — during interust ; 

His foes implacable — when worth their while ; 

At war with every welfare but their own ; 

At wiee as Lucifer ; and half as good ; 

And by whom none but Lucifer can gain"— 300 

Naked, through these (so common fate ordains) 

Naked of heart, his cruel course be runs, 

Stung out of all, most amiable in life, 

Prompt truth, and open thought, and smiles un- 

Affection, as his species, wide diffused ; [fcign*d, 

Noble presumptions to mankind^s renown ; 30ti 

Ingonuous trust, and confidence of love. 

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will cost him many a sigh ; till time, and pains, 
From the slow mistress of this school, Experience, 
And hor assistant, pausing pale Distrust, 311 

i\irchasc a dear-bought clue, to lead his youth 
Through serpentine obliquities of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue shall come so cheap : 315 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, 
P'ull oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
If less than heavenly virtue is our guard. 
Tims, a strange kind of curst necessity 
Brings down the sterling temper of his scul, 330 
By base alloy, to bear the current stamp 
Below raird wisdom ; sinks him into safety ; 
And brands him into credit with the worlds 
AVhere specious titles dignify disgrace, 
Ami nature's injuries are arts of life ; 325 

"Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crimes ; 
And heav'nly talents make infernal hearts ; 
Tliat unsurmountable extreme of guii\l\ 
17* 
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FborMKhiard! ^fhalflboapBd hud biiplMN 
Forgot, dntgenniBMAiU 89 to Mfaool; 39 
FoigoC, thatnap, witfaoit a tnlar wise. 
His plu hiid|mietiied^JoH( 1(efiH« HwM writ 
The woricTa di rttir p^gf j Awtf* ao rciBt»1i ; 
ilietvoiid'saJlfrea; IhBnmwhoihoirshBhBHt 
bhooiedforUiMffilie^HidtconBd. 391 

A nan I knew, who Bted nptm » anOe ; 
And well it ft^ him ; hi bohV fiiii^ ui4 fcir» 
While rankeat veaom ten^a iWlbh^ii^ vea. 
Lomuo !, what T ten thiee, taltf not Itf 
Lirim^ hi'ftwn'd on every fool aliicf ; 911 

Aaid^^6|fiq^*€aned the 6ieDd cm wImb hMndi 
T»aDcfapraftcieiit8 thou aiC haVft triat 
la foreigii reabna (for than haat traMfliad &r) 
'^pw auknu to cootemplate twaatato noh% 
Sladioos their nests to feather in a tiMb; SIS 

Widi all the tteciomantics of flieir art, 
Flajing the game of faces on each other ; 
Biddng court sweet-meats of their latent gaU, 
In foolish hope to steal each other's tmat ; 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceived; 3SI 
And, sometimes, both (let eardi rejoice) ondoae ! 
Their parts we doubt not ; but be that their dwine. 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind. 
Stoop to mean wiles, that would disgrace a fool ; 
And lose the thanks of those few friends iSbtej aerva? 
For who can thank the man, he cannot aee ? 356 

Why so much cover? It defieats itself. 
Ye that know all things ! know je not, men's heaita 
Are therefore known, because Uiey are conceaPd? 
For why concealed?— The cause they need not tdl. 
I give him joy, that's awkward at a lie ; 361 

Whose feeble nature truth keeps stiU in awe : 
His incapacity la Yob lexuuNm. 
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*Tis great, Uis manly, to disdain disguise ; 
It shows our spirit, or it proves our strength. 365 
Thou 8ay*st, *Us needful. Is it therefore right? 
However, 1 grant it some small sign of grace, 
To strain at an excuse. And wouldst thou then 
Escape that cruel need ? Thoa mayst with ease ; 
Think no post ooedful that demands a knave. 370 
When late our civil helm was shifting hands. 
So P thoogiit : think better if you can. 

But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty. — Yet, allow that dirt its due. 
It makes the noble mind more noble still : 375 

The world's no neuter; it will wotnd, or safe ; 
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
You say, the world, well known, will make a man. 
The world, well known; will give our hearts to 
Or make us demons, long before we die. [heat *li» 

To show how fair the world, thy mistress, shines. 
Take either part, sure ills attend the choice ; 382 
Sure, thouj^h not equal, detriment ensues. 
Not virtue's self is dt-i/icd on earth ; 
Virtue has her relapses, conflicts, foes ; 385 

Foos that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar set of pains. 
True ; friends to virtue, last, and least, complain ; 
But if they sigh, can others hope to smile ? 
If wisdom has her miseries to mourn, 390 

How can poor folly lead a happy life ? 
And if both suffer, what has earth to boast. 
Where he most happy, who the least laments ? 393 
Where much, much patience, the most envy'd state, 
And some forgiveness, needs tlic best of friends ? 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither shall he find the shadow here. 

Tlie world's sworn advocate, w\i\\o\i\ ^ ^e^. 
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Lorenzo smartly, with a anile replies : - 

« Thus far tfaj aoop is ri^ ; and all most owb, 400 

Virtue baa her peculiar set of pains. — 

And jojs peculiar who to vice denies ? 

If vice it is, wi& nature to complj : 

If pride and sense are to piedamuiant, 

To chock, not oTeroome tbem, makes a saint : 40S 

Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 

Pleasure, and glory, the chief good of man ?* 

Can pride and seosuality rejqioe f 
From puritjr of tfioaght, aU pleasure springs; 
And from an humble spirit all our peace. 4M 

Ambitita, pleasure! Let us talk elf these t * * 
Of tb^se, the Ftordi, and Academy talk'd r 
Of these, each following age had much to say: 
Tet unexhausted, still, the needful theme. 
Who talks of these, to mankind all at once 415 

He talks ; for where the saint from either free ? 
Arc those thy refuge ?-— No : these rush upon diee; 
Thy vitals seize, and, vulture-like, devour, 
m try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth : 420 
If reason can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And first, thy Caucasus, ambition, calls : 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted through mistake ? 
*Tis not ambition charms thee ; *tis a cheat 425 

Will make thee start, as H at his Moor. 

Dost grasp at greatness? First, know what it is : 

Think*8t thou thy greatness in distinction lies? 

Not in the feather, wave it e'er so high. 

By fortune stuck, to mark us from the throng, 430 

Is glory lodged : 'tis lodged in the reverse ; 

In that which joins, in that which equals all. 

The monarch and Vus slave *. ^ ^ ^^iU«ii&«3nl« 



-V^ ■ T'TW!'-' 



VIRTUE'S AFOLOGT. 901 

Unbounded prospect, and immortal km, 

A Father God, and brothflft in the skies :* 485 

Elder, indeed, in time ;. but lets remote 

In excellence, petfatps, tbaa Ihp^ght hj man : 

Why greater what can tjiJ^ iSbm what can rise? 

If still delirious now, hmH^ |»( 
And with thy full-blovmbraftencTtewoiii, 440 
Throw scorn around tMe : cast it on Ihj slwvat; 
Thy slaves, and eq«|i : hem scon CMt%B ttmm 
Rebounds OA thee ! if man is DMaa, itt flOM, 
Art thou a god? If fortune makes him so^ 
Beware the consequence : a maxim that, , 44S 
Which draws a monstrous pictnre of mmtMml^ 
Where, in the drapeijr, the man ii kat; 
Externals flutt'ring, and the eoul foiigot 
Thy greatest gloiy when disposed to boaal/ * 
.Boast that aloud, in which thy servants sfaaMi #0 

We wisely strip the stBed we mean to buy i 
Judge we, in their caparisoiMi, of men? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what, thou art; 
All the distinctions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, ibnign to the man, 4SB 

When, through death*s straigbts, earth's tubOa a«^ 

pents creep. 
Which wriggle into Wealth, or climb renoWDt 
As crooked Satan the ibrbidden tree. 
They leave their par^-colour'd robe behind, 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 4fl|l 
Their brazen crests, and hiss at «s below. 
Of fortune's fucus strip them, yet alive ; 
Strip them of body, too; nay, closer still, 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impose their name, 40S 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or mtaa. 
How mean that snnff of glory fortne \\|di^ 
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And deaOi poto out ! Dost Uttm demand a test 

(A test, at ooce, iidUlible, uid abort) 

or real greatnen? Tint mSi gnatlj Uvea, 470 

Whatever his fate or fiune, who 'great! j dies ; 

Higfa-flndied with hope, where heroes shall dtapak. 

If diis a tme criteriaii» nuaaiy courts, 

TOwitiiiiw, migfat afibrd but few grandees. 474 

Th* Ahnigfa^, from Ms throne, on earth sorvcji 
Ifoi^ht graafter than an honest. fanmble heart; 
An humblaJMturtv his residence ! pronoimced 
His second seai; and riral to the skies. ' 
Tie poTate pafii, ^ secret acts of meaa^ 
If nofalbi fu the noblest of our lives ! 4B0 

How &r abore Lorenzo^s gloiy sits 
Th* ilJBStifams master of a name unknown ; 
Whots'iVtarth unrivalled, and unwitnessed, lores 
Iiife*s acred shades, where gods conrene witimm; 
And peace, beyond the world\« conception, smiles ! 
As thou, (now dark,) before we part, slialt see. 

But thj great soul this sculking glory sconis. 
Lorenzo^s sick, but when Lorenzo's seen ; 
And, when he shnigs at public business, lies. 
Denied the public eye, Ae public voice, ^0 ' 

As if ho lived on others' breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make tlie world his pedestal ; 
Mankind, the '^zers ; the sole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praise against their will. 
And mix as much detraction as they cau ? 495 

Knows he, that faithless fame her whisper has, 
As well as trumpet ? that bis vanity 
Is so much tickled from not hearing all ? 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praise. 
Or, from an itch more sordid, when be sbines, 600 
Taking his country by five hundred ears. 
Senates at once aanttte\nm^xi^^%«^\%^. 
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M ith modest laughter liuiog loud applause, 503 
Which makes the smile more mortal to his fame ? 
His fame, which (like the migfatj Caesar) crowued 
With laurels, in foil Miimts greatly fiills, 
By seeming fiicnds, that hoooor and deitroy. 
We rise in glory, aa we sink in pride ; 
Where boasting ends, there dignity begins : 
And yet, mistaken beyond all mis^Ju^ 610 

The blind Lorenzo's proud — o( being prand ; 
And dreams himself aBccnding in his (kll. 

An eminence, though fancied, turitf &e brain : 
All vice wants hellebore ; but, of all vice. 
Pride loudest calls, and for the largest bowl ; 615 
Because, all other ncc unlike, it flies, 
In fact, the point, in fancy most pursued. 
Who court applause, oblige the world in this ; 
They gratify man's passion to refuse. 
Superior honour, when assumed, is lost ; 520 

E*en good men turn banditti, and rejoice. 
Like KouH Kan, in plunder of the proud. 

Though somewhat disconcerted, steady still 
To the world's cause, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo cries, — ♦ Be, then, ambition cast; 525 

Ambition's dearer far stands unimpeach'd, 
(iay pleasure ! Proud ambition is her slave ; 
For her, he soars at great, and hazards ill ; 
For her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes; 529 
And paves his way with crowns, to reach her smile : 
Who can resist her channs ?' — Or, should ? Lorenzo ! 
What naortal shall resist, where angels jrield ? 
Pleasure's the mistress of ethereal powers; 
F'or her contend the rival gods above : 
Pleasupe's the mistress of the vrorld l)clow ; 535 
And well it is for man that pleasure charms : 
llow would all stagnate, but for pleasuxtfa wj\ 
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I ■* 

Hoir would tfie fiionn stream of actioB oeaie! 
What 18 the pabs of this so faoty world? 
The love of ploanirei thatfJhroQ^ evei7 tciB, £M 
Throws nwtioi^wunitii ; andifials out death fitni Kk 
Tboi^ WEXNis avB the tflooqpen of mankBidv 

«•' ^1^. Pleasure*! giy fiunil/ holds all in chains : 

-Some fMSt afiect the Uack ; and some tho &ir; m 
Some honest pkasoie court; and some obscoin. 

t nMsnres obscene are varioos, as the throng^ 

Of passions, that can err in hiAiian hearts ; 
Mistaifie their objects, or transgress their boonOL 
Think 70a thera*sbiit oDe whoredom ? WhoiediMsaB 
But when our reason Icenses delight W 

Dost doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou shah doubt m> man. 
^7 father chides thj gallantries ; yet faqgi 
An ugly common hariot in the dark i 
A rapiL adulterer wifli others* gold ! 
And that hag, vengeance, in a comer, «*TiMt^ 556 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as lore. 
Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 
Whatever the motive, pleasure is the mark : 
For her the black assassin draws his sword ; fiS9 
For her, dark statesmen trim their midn^ht Imic^ 
To which no single mcrifice may fall ; 
For her, the suint abstains ; the miser starves ; 
The stoic proud, for pleasure, pleasure scom'd ; 
For her, afHiction^s daughters grief indnlge. 
And ilnd, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 565 

For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy ; 
And, with an aim voluptuous, rush on deadi. 
, Thus universal her despotic power ! 

And as her empire wide, her praise is jmt. 
Patron of pleasure ! doater 00 delight ! 570 

I am thy rival ; pleasure I profess ; 
Pleasure Iho purpose 0^ my gloomy song. 



VIRTUE'S APOLOGY. 205 

Pleasure is nought but virtue's gayer namn : 
1 wrong her still, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and pleasure is the flower i 575 

And honest Epicurus' ibes were ibols. 

But this sounds harsh, and pye» tlia wise ofibnce ; 
If o'erstrain'd wisdom still retains the name. 
How knits austerity her cloudj hroWf 
And blames, as bold and hazardoni, the praise 580 
Of pleasure to mankind, onpraised, too dear! 
Ye modem stoics ! hear my soft mpiy i-^ 
Their senses men will trust ; we can't impote ; 
Or, if wft could, is imposition right? 
Own honey sweet; but, owning, add this stin^; 585 
* When miiL'd with poison, it is deadly too.* 
Truth never was indebted to a he. 
Is nought but virtue to be praised, as good ? 
Why then is health preferred before disease ? 
\VIiat nature loves is good, without our leave ; 690 
And where no future drawback cries, * Beware ;' 
Pleasure, though not from virtue, should prevail. 
'Tig balm to life, and gratitude to Heav'n ; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The love of pleasure is man's eldest bam, 595 

J]om in his cradle, living to his tomb ; 
Wisdom, l»;r youngest sister, though more grave, 
Was nif aut to minister, and not to mar, 
Jmporiul pleasure, queen of human hearts. 

Lon-nzo I thou, her majesty's renown'd, 600 

Though uncoiit, counsel, learned in the world ! 
Wiio think'.-t thyself a Murray, with disdain 
IMavit look on nie. Yet, my Demosthenes I** 
Canst thou plead pleasure's cause as well as I ? 
ivaow'st thou her iriture, purpose, parentage.^ C05 

'■ JlftviTJS Grccirin orator. 
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Attend my Mx^, «tfa'dioa didt know them dl; 
And knoir flgwdf i and know Ifayielf to be 
(StnngB truth !)_tiie most abtfemkws man ftUve. 
TcO not Calista : die will laugh thee dead; , 
QriqBd iheo to her kafBitage with L ilO 

"^jlfcfcwund pitwiiiipUnn ? Hhod who never knew'at 
. .A teitoOB dioiight ! Adtt iAoa dare dream of jojf 
Ho man e*er ibmid a hapjyy life b J chance, 
'QryawnMitintobeingwidia wish; f 

Or, wtdi the flk0at of grov'lii^ appetite, ' $15 
E'er amelt it oat, and grabbM it from the dirt 
Aa art it ia, and nmst be learnt; and learnt 
With mmmittiog efibrt, or be lost; 
And leafe as perfect blockheads in our blin. 
The doadsmay drop down titles and estates ; M 
Wealth may seek as ; but wisdom must be soqgfat; 
Sought before all ; but (how unlike all else 
We seek on earth !) 'tis nerer sought in vain, [see ; 
First, pleasure's birth, rise, strength, and grandeur 
Brought forth by wisdom, nursed by discipline, 62S 
By jmtience taught, by perseverance crown'd, 
Sie rears her head majestic ; round her throne, 
Erected in the bosom of thejust. 
Each virtue, listed, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtues ? (formidable name !) 630 

What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy? 
Why, then, commanded? Need mankind commands. 
At once to merit, and to makf , their bliss ? — 
Oreat Legislator ! scarce so great, as kind ! 
If men are nttfttal, and love delight, 63S 

Thy graciM law but flatters human choice : 
In the transgression lies the penalty ; 
And they the most indulge who most obey. 

Of pleasure, next, the final cause explore ; 
ItB mighty parpo«e, \\a VK\^T^aIv\. txA. C4(l 



VIRTUE'S APOLOGT. 207 

Not io turn human brutal, but to build 

Divine on human, pleasure came fiporn heaven. 

In aid to reason was the goddess sent ; 

To cull up all its strengtii by nich a rhann. 

Pleasure first succMri virtae v is VBtnnit 645 

Virtue gives pleasure an e^Mal n^D. 

Wliat but the pleasure of fcod, inBaddiip, £u\h, 

Supports life natural, civil, and dhriae ? 

'Tis from the pleasure of repast, we live ; 

^Tis from the pleasure of applause, we pkase ; C50 

*Tis from the pleasure of belief, we pray, 

(All pray*r would cease, if onbelieved the price:) 

It serves ourselves, our species, and our God ; 

And to serve more, is past the sphere of man. 

Glide, then, for ever, pleasore's sacred stream ! 

Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 656 

And fosters ev'ry growth of happy life ; 

Makes a now Eden where it flows ; — ^but such 

As must be lost, Lorenzo, by thy fall. 

* What mean I by thy fall ?*— Thou'lt shortly see, 
Wiile pleasure's nature is at large displayed; 661 
Already sung her origin and ends. 
Thos'^ jrlorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 
"When pleasure violates, 'tis then a vice, 
A vcngQance too ; it hastens into pain : 66S 

From due refreshment, life, health, reason, joy; 
From wild excc?s, pain, grief, distraction, death ; 
Heav'n's justice this proclaims and that her love. 
What greater evil can I wish my foe. 
Than his full drau^^ht of pleasure, from a cask 67d 
I7nbroach'd by just authority, ungauged 
By temperance, by reason unrefined ? 
A t}\ou8and daemons lurk within the lee. 
Hoav'n, others, and ourselves ! Uninjured these. 
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more dVvvQft •. ^1^ 
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Angels are aogels from indalgeace there ; 
'Tis unrepenting pleasure makes a god. 

Dost think thyself a ^ from other joys ? 
A Tictim rather ! shortly sure to bleed. [fail? 

The wrong must mourn : can Hc^vVs appoinUaeoti 
C^an man outwit Omnipotence ? strike out 681 

A self-wrought happiness unmeant by Him 
"Who made us, and the world we would enjoj ? . 
Who forms an instrument, ordains from wbeace 
Its dissonance, or harmony, shall rise. 685 

Heav'n bid the soul this mortal frame inspire | 
Bid virtue's ray divine inspire the soul 
"With unprecarions flows of vital joy ; 
And, with6ut breathbg, man as well might ho|M 
For life, as, without piety, for peace. 680 

* Is virtue, then, and piety the same?* 
No ; piety is more : 'tis virtue's source ; 
Mother of ev'ry worth, as that of joy. 
Men of the world this doctrine ill dis^est : 
They smile at piety ; yet boast aloud 695 

Good will to men ; nor know they strive to part 
What nature joins ; and thus confute themselves. 
With piety begins all good on earth ; 
'Tis the first-born of rationality. 
Conscience, her first law broken, wounded lies; 700 
Enfeebled, lifeless, impotent to good ; 
A feign'd afiection bounds her utmost pow'r. 
Some we can't love, but for the Almighty's sake : 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man ; 
Some sinister intent taints all he does ; 705 

And in his kindest actions he's unkind. 

On piety, humanity is built ; 
And, on humanity, much happiness ; 
And yet still more on piety itself. 
A soul in commerce ^^■v\.Vi hat Go<l, is beav'n i 710 
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Ff^ils not tljo (umulls and the shocks of life. 

The nhirls of passion, and the strokes of heart -, 

A Deify believed, is joy be^un ; 

A Doiiy adored, is joy advanced ; 

A Deity beloved, is joy matured. 715 

K:\r\i branch of piety deligfat iiupires ; 

I-'dith builds a bridg^c from this world to the next. 

O'er death's dark gulf, and all its horror hidet ; 

Praise, the sweet exhalation of our joy, 

Tlint joy exalts, and makes it sweeter still; 720 

Vniy V ardent opens heav'n, lets down a stream 

Of glory on the consecrated hour 

Of man, in audience with the Deity. 

AVho worships the great God, that instant joins 

The first in heav'n, and sets his foot on hell. 725 

Lorenzo ! when wast thou at church before ? . 
Thou think'st the service long ; but is it just? 
'I'hou^h just, unwelcome ; thou hadst rather tread 
UnhallowM ground ; the muse, to win thine ear, 
Must take an air loss solemn. She complies. 730 
<iood conscience ! at the sound the world retires ; 
"^'crsc disaffecls it, and Lorenzo smiles : 
Vet has she her seraglio full of charms ; 
And such as age shall he%hten, not impair. 
Art thou dejected ? Is thy mind o'ercast ? 735 

Amid her fair ones, thou the fairest choose, 
To chase thy gloom—* Go, fix some weiq^hty truth ; 
(^hain down some passion ; do some genVous good ; 
Teich injnorance to see, or grief to smile ; 
Correct thy friend ; l)efriend thy greatest foe ; 710 
Or with warm heart, and confidence divine, [thee.* 
Sprinc: up, and laV strong hold on Him who made 
Thy gloom is scattered, sprightly spirits flow ; 
Though witiier'd is thy vine, and harp unstrung. 

Dost call tlie bowl, the viol, and the dance^ IAS 
*18 
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Load inirtb».inad laughter? Wretched eaaknetjma! 

FhjraiciaiM I more than half of thy diteaic. 

Laughteri though never censored yet aa vai^ 

(Pardon a thongfat that only seema severe) 

la half-immoral : is it much indulged ? 9SD 

By venting spleen, or dissipating thought. 

It shews a scoraer, or it makes a fool,; 

And sins, as hurting others, or oumelves. 

'Tis pride, or emptiness, applies the straWy 

That tickles little minds to mirth effiiie ; 9S6 

Of grief approaching, the portentous sign ! 

The house of laughter makes a house of wo. 

A man triumphant is a monstrous sight : 

A man dejected is a sight as mean. 759 

What cause for triumph, where such ilia aboood? 

What for dejection, where presides a Poiw*r, 

Who caird us into being to be blest i 

So grieve, as conscious, grief may rise to joj : 

So joy, as conscious, joy to grief may &11. 

Most true, a wise man never will be sad ; 765 

Rut neither will sonorous, bubbling mirtli, 

A shallow stream of happiness betray : 

Too happy to be sportive, he's serene. 

Yet wouldst thou laugh (but at thy own rxpense) 
This counsel strange should I presume to give — 
* Retirr, and read tliy Bible, to be gay.' 771 

There truths abound of sovereign aid to peace ; 
Ah ! do not prize them less, because inspired. 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not inspired, tliat pregnant page had stood, 77!» 
Time's treasure, and the wonder of the wise ! 
Thou think'st, perhaps, thy soul alone at stake : 
Alas ! — Should men mistake tlice for a fool ; 
What man of taste for genius, wisdom, truth. 
Though tender of thy fame, could interpose f 710 
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B«Iinvc me, sense, here, acts a double part, 

And the trae critic is a Christian too. 

But these, thou think'st, are gloomy paths to joj.— 

True joy in sunshine ne'er was found at fint : T84 

They, first, themselves offattcl, who gpreatly ple«ie { 

And travail only gives us aiiliMf^Mpote. 

Ueav*n sells all pleasure 9'«AlH is the price : 

The jojTS of conquest are the jayt of man ; 

And glory the victorious laiif«l spreads 

O^er pleasure's pure, perpetual, placid stream. 190 

There is a time, when toil must be prefen'dy 
Or joy, by mistimed fondness, is undone. 
A man of pleasure is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blest 794 

False joys, indeed, are bom from want of thought ; 
From thought's full bent, and energy, the tnia; 
And that demands a mind in equal poise. 
Remote from gloomy grief and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only speaks small happiness, 
But happiness that shortly must eipire. 800 

Can joy, unbottom'd in reflection, stand ? 
And, in a tempest, can reflection live ? 
Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hour ? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unshock'd? 
Or ope the door to honest poverty? 606 

Or talk with threat'ning death, and not turn pale ? 
In such a worid, and such a nature, these 
Are needful fundamentals of delight ; 
These fundamentals give delight indeed; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 810 

Delight, unshaken, masculine, divine ; 
A constant, and a sound, but serious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of severity ? 
It is :— Tet &r my doctrine from severe. 
* Rejoice for ever :' It becomes a man ^ %\^ 
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Eults, uid tets him nearer to tbe gods. 

* Rejoice for ever,' nature cries, * rejoice ;' 

And drinks to man, in her nectareoas cop, 

Mix'd up of dclicates for ev'iy sense ; 

To the great Founder of the bounteous feast, 890 

Drinks gioiy, gratitude, eternal praise ; 

And he that will not pledge her, is a chorL 

111 firmly to suppor), good fullj tasto, 

Is the whole science of felicity. 

Tet sparing pledge : her bowl is not the best 885 

Mankind can boast — * A rational repast ; 

KxertioD, vigilance, a mind in arms ; 

A militaiy discipline of thought. 

To foil temptation in the doubtful field ; 

And ever-w&kJng ardour for the right ;* 830 

'Tis these first give, then guard, a cheerful he&it. 

Nought that is right think little ; well aware, 

'What reason bids, God bids ; by his commaDd 

How aggrandized the smallest thing we do! 

Thus, nothing is insipid to the wise : 835 

To thee, insipid all, but what is mad ; 

Joys seasoned high, and tasting strong of guilt 

* Mad ! (thou reply 'si, with indignation fired) 
Of ancient sages proud to tread the steps, 
I follow nature.' — Follow nature still, 840 

But look it be thine own : Is conscience, then, 
No part of nature ? Is she not supreme ? 
Thou regicide ! O raise her from the dead ! 
Then, follow nature ; and resemble God. 

When, spite of conscience, pleasure is pursued, 
Man's nature is unnaturally pleased : 846 

And what's unnatural, is painful too 
At intervals, and must disgust cv'n thco ! 
The fact thou know'st ; but not, perhaps, the casse. 
Virine'a foundations wVv\\\.\ievjotVd'avrcrc laid ; 850 
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Heav*ii mix'd bcr with our make, and trvifltcd close 
Her sacred interests with the strings of life. 
Who breaks her awfal mandate, shocks himself, 
His better self: And is it greater pain, 
Our soul diould murmur, or our dust repine f 855 
And one, in their eternal war, must bleed. 

If one must sufier, which should least be spared? 
The pains of noind surpass the pains oi smse : 
Ask, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt 
The joys of sense, to mental joys are mean : 860 
Sense on the present only feeds ; like soul 
On past, and future, forages for joy. 
'Tis hers by retrospect, through time to range ; 
And forward time's great sequel to survey. 
Could human courts take vengeance on the mind. 
Axes might rust, and racks, and gibbets, fall : 866 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the rest to &te. 

Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is dead, who for the body lives. 
Lured, by the beating of his pulse, to list 870 

With ev'ry lust that wars against his peace. 
And sets him quite at variance with himself. 
Thyself, first, know ; then love : A self there it 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 
A self there is as fond of ev^ry vice, 875 

While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart : 
Humility degrades it, justice robs. 
Blest bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays. 
And godlike magnanimity destroys. 
This self, when rival to the former, scorn ; 880 

When not in competition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it :-^But when virtue bids, 
Toss it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 
And why ? 'Tis love of pleasure bids thee bleed ; 
Comply, or own self-love extinct, or blmd. ^'^ 
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For what is vice ? Self-loire m a mistake : 
A poor blind merdiant baying^ jo^rs too dear. 
And Tirtoe, what? Tis self-lore in her wits. 
Quite skilAil in tbe market of delight 
Self-lore*s good sense is lore of that dread PcnrV, 
From whom she springs, and aU she can enjoj. 8$1 
Other self-love is bnt disguised self-hate ; 
Mors mortal than the malice of our foes ; 
A self-hate, now, scarce felt; then felt fall mre, 
HVhen being, curst; extinctioQ, loud implored; 89S 
And ev*i7 thing preferred to rrfaat we are. 

Yet this self-lore Lorenxo makes his choice ; 
And, in this choice triomphant, boasts of joj. 
How is his irant of happineAS betny*d, 
^fdisafiectkm to the present hoar i 910 

Iraaginatioa wanders far a-field. 
The future pleases : Why? The present paina^— 
* But thaf f a secret' Tes, which all men knosr ; 
And know from thee, discorer'd unawares. 
Thy ceaseless agitatioaf restless roll SOS 

Frcon cheat to cheat, impatient of a pause ; 
^Vhat is it?— 'Tis the cradle of tbe soul. 
From instinct sent, to rock her in disease. 
Which her physician, reason, will not cure. 
A poor expedient ! yet thy best ; and while 910 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies ; the wise have joys. 
Superior wisdom is superior bliss. 
And what sure mark distinguishes the wise ? 915 
Consistent wisdom ever wills the same ; 
Thy fickle wish is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herself is folly's character; 
As wisdom's is, a modest self-applause. 
A change of evils is thy good supreme ; 920 
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Nor, but in motion, canst thou find thy rest 

Man's greatest strength is shewn in standing still. 

The first sure symptom of a mind in health, 

Is rest of heart, and pleasure felt at home. 

False pleasure from abroad her joys imports ; 925 

Rich'from within, and 8elf-«u9tain'd, the true. 

The true is fix*d, and solid as a rock ; 

Slippery the false, and tossing as the wave. 

This, a wild wanderer oo earth, like Cain ; 

That, like the fabled, self-enamour'd boy,* 990 

Home-contemplation her supreme delight : 

She dreads an interruption from without, 

Smit with her own condition ; and the more 

Intense she gazes, still it charms the more. 

No man is happy till he thinks, on earth 935 

There breathes not a more happy than himself: 
Then envy dies, and love o'erflows on all ; 
And love o*erflowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels all, entitled to repose 
On Him who governs fate. Though tempest frowns, 
Tliough nature shakes, how soft to lean on Heav'n | 
To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and silent as the grave, 
They stand collecting ev'ry beam of thought. 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight : 945 
For all their thoughts, like angels, seen of old 
In Israel's dream,f come from, and go to, hear'n : 
Hence, are they studious of sequester'd scenes ; 
While noise, and dissipation, comfort thee. 

Were all men happy, revelling would cease, 950 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
Lorenzo ! never man was truly blest, 
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Bat it composed, and gave him such a cast, 

As folly m^t mistake for want of J07. 

A cast, onlike the triumph of the proud ; 95> 

A modest aspect, and a smile at heart. 

O fi>r a joy from thy Philandcr^s spring ! 

A ^ring perennial, rising in the breast. 

And permanent, as pure ! No turliHd stream 

Of rapturous exultation, Sfrelling high ; 960 

Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while, 

Hien sink at once, and leave us in ihe mire. 

What does the man, who transient joy prefers? 

What, but prefer the bubbles to the stream? 

Vain arc all sudden sallies of delight ; * 965 
Convulsions of a weak distemper'd joj. 
Joy's a fix*d state ; a tenure, not a start. 
Bliss there is none, but unprecarious Uias : 
That is the gem : sell all, and purchase that 
Why go a Ijeepng to contingencies, 970 

Not gainM with ease, nor safol y lo\t:d, if gained ? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pause ; 
Su8p>ftct it : what thou canst ensure, enjoy ; 
And nought but what thou giv'st tliyself, is sure. 
Reason perpetuates joy that ru^on gives, 975 

And makes it as immortal as herself: 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 

Wortli, conscious worth ! should absolutely reign ; 
And other joys a<;k leave for their approach ; 
Nor, unexamined, ever leave obtain. ?S0 

Thou art all anarchy ; a moh of joys 
Waare war, and perish in intestine broils : 
Not the least piomis*; of internal peace ! 
No l)osom comfort, or unborrowM bliss ! P84 

Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; uU outward bound, 
'Mid sands, and Toc\;ii> \«vd storms, io cruiie for 
pleasure : 
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If gainM, dear bought ; aiid better miss'd than «>;ainM. 
Much pain must expiate, what much pain procui-ed. 
Fancy, and sense, fwMn an infected shore. 
Thy cai^ bring ; and pestilence ttie piiie^ 99i) 
Then, such thy thirst (insatiable thirst ! 
By fund indulgence but mflamed the more !} 
Fancy still cruises, when poor sense is tired. 

Imagination is the Paphian shop, 
Wliere feeble happiness, like Vulcan, lame, 995 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recess, 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires) 
^Viih wanton art, L'»ose fatal arrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
^Vouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there arc, 
On angel wing, descending from above, 1001 

"Which these, with art divine, would counterwork, 
And form celestial armour for thy peace. 

Tn this is seen imagination's guilt : 
But who can count her follies ? She betrays thee, 
To think in grandeur there is something great. 1006 
For works of curious art, and ancient fame. 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain*d ; 
And fortign climes must cater for thy taste. 
Hence, what disaster ! — Though the price was paid. 
That persecuting priest, the Turk of Rome, 1011 
Whose foot (ya gods !) though cloven, must be kissed, 
l^etain'd thy dinner on the Latian shore ; 
(Such is the fate of honest protestants !) 
And poor magnificence is starved to death. 1015 
Hence just resentment, indignation, ire ! — 
Be pacified : if outward thii^ are great, 
*Tis magnanimity great things to scorn ; 
f^ompous expenses, and parades augtist. 
And courts, ihat insalubrious soil to peace. 1020 
True happiness ne'er entered at an eye •. 
10 K 



IBE CXMElAmT. 



Ifo anaM cf Mm ev«r blea^ IbB 1»d, 
llor en 1^ ftoirni rob imiooeBDe of joys s 
That J0iralwantiD|^; triple croinii«e{>OQr: MK 
&-«dl Wi iMKneMf and be i«f«qs0d. . . 

niefiii^ we both ajfiee, to ttH^ diief goods 
Ohr opl J contest, wbat dotfvet 4m nyBOk 
Give pleume^s name to DOiq^ bat what hMpMM 
Tb' iiiilUiaii JMl iif rriaiwin (wliidi, Uke TmIob, 
Demaie ott whnt k po rt c i ) and defies 1181 

The toodi of tons ; wfasB past, a pleaina itfD s 
Deavtf oo trialf lovraer nr its age^ 
Md dooUlf to be prised, aslt pranoles * 
Oar finbm, iriifle it ftnns oar preOBBl,' jbgr* ttflS 
8oiBB joys €be fiitnre orereaiC^^ and some 
Throir all their 'beams dttt Way, and gild idia tonlk 
SoBtie jQfjrs endear etenutjr ; some givv 
Ahhonr^d anniKflation dreadfbl cfaanbs. 
Are rival jays contending for Ay choice f lOtt 
Coosalt thy whde existence, and be safe : 
That oracle will pot all doubt to ffight 
Sbart is the lesson, though my lecture long : 
Be good — and let Heav'n answer for the rest 

Yet, with a sigh o*er all mankind, I grant, 1045 
In this our day of proof, ottr land of hope. 
The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day, 
But never conquer : Ev^n the best must own. 
Patience, and resignatiott, are the pillars lOSO 

Of human peace on earth. The pillars, these : 
But those of Seth not more remote from thee. 
Till this heroic- lesson thou hast learnt ; 
To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pain. 
Fired at the prospect of unclouded bliss, lOSS 

Ueftv'n in teyeniQa, \\V& V^tx^ von^ ^ ^«x 
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P beneath tB' bonzon, cltiPr* us iti iidi world: 

It sheds, ou soula susceptible of lig:ht, 

The ^larious dawn of our eternal day. 

* This (says Lorenzo; \& a fair haraiig^w: : ] 060 
LBut can Imrangiies^ blow back strong nuture*? stream? 
lOr stem the tiiJe Heav'n pusho* thrurj;!fh otir veins, 
[ TVbicb sweeps away mau*s impolent reiolvt>s, 
^ And lays hta labour levtl witb the world ?* 1064 
ThtimBeives men tnHkti tJieir comment on mankind ^ 

And Ihink nuugbl is btit what iJiey find at bume -. 

Thus weakness to ctiunera turns the trulh. 

Nothing romantic haa the muse preecribed- 

*Abo¥«, Loreaio saw the man o£ earth, 1069 

The mortal man ; and wrctchc^d vrfts the light 
I To balance that, to comfort and €xalt, 
[ffoiv jsec the man immortal : him I mean, 
t Who live^ as such i whose heart, full bent oa lieav^ij 
f Leam all that way^ bis bias to llic stars. 1Q74 

[ ThR world^i dark ihades^^ in contrast set, shall raise 
[ HiA lufltM RtoR'; though brij^ht, without u foil z 
[Observe hia awful portrait, and admire; 
[jfor stop at wonder: imltati;^ and live. 

Some angel gTiide my ptmil, while I draw,, 
[ What nothing Irss thtui angt'li can eioced, 

A man on earth devoted to the akies | 

Lik« ships in lea, while in, above ihe ivorld. 
With aspect mild and tlevated eye, 
i Behold him seated on a moimt serene, 
1 Above the fog^s of aeitse^ and passion's ftonn ; 
I All tlie black carea, and tuniuits, of tl\h life 
1 (Like harmless thuodcr»T breaking at hi* feet) 

EKcite bis pity, not impair his peace. 

Earth'« genuine «<wi§, llwi ecepler'd, and the sbre. 
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A iniiio;led mob ! a wand'ring herd ! he sees, 1090 
Bewilder^ in the vnle ; in all unlike ! 
His full reverse in all ! What higher praise ? 
What stronger demonstration of the right ? 

'Hie present all their care ; the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 1095 
Thej give to fame ; his bountj he conceals. 
Their virtues varnish nature ; his exalt 
Mankind*s esteem they court ; and he, his omL 
Theirs, the wild chase of false felicities ; 
1 lis, the composed possession of the true. 1101 

Alike throughout is his consistent piece. 
All of one colour, and an even thread ; 
While partj-colourcd shreds <^ hapimiess, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for ihtm 
A madman*s robe ; each puff of forhine blows 1105 
The tattci's by, and shews their nakedness. 

He sees with other eyes thai^ theirs : where tbey 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity : 
What makes them only smile, makes him adore. 
Where they see mountains, he but atoms sees : 1110 
An (^mpirr, in liis halancr, weighs a grain. 
They thinprs terrositrial worsl)ip, as divine ; 
His hopes iininort.il blow them by, as dust, 
Thvrt dims I'.is sij;ht, und shortens his survey, 
Which lonjrs, in iniinite, to lose all bound- 1115 
'I'itlcs and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aside to find his disiuty : 
No dignity they find in aught besides. 
They triumph in externals (wliich conceal 
Man's real ^lory) proud of an eclipse. 1120 

Himself too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing; thinVa so great in man, as mam. 
Too dear ho holds his interest, to neglect 
Another's welfare, ox \i\s rv^l voN^d'e \ 
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Their interest, like a lion, lives on prey. 1125 

They kindle at the shadow of a wrwig : 

Wrong he siutains with temper, looks on heav*n, 

Nor stoops to think his injurer his foe ; 

Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 

A covered heart their character defends ; 1130 

A covered heart denies him half his praise. 

With nakedness his innocence agrees ; 

While their broad foliage testifies their fall. . 

Their no-joys end, where his full feast begins ; 

His joys create, theirs murder, future bliss. 1135 

To triumph in existence, his alone ; 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true eiistence is not yet begun. 

His glorious course was, yesterday, complete : 1139 

Death, then, was welcome ; yet life still is sweet 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm 
Undaunted breast— And whose is that high praise f 
They yield to pleasure, though they danger brave, 
And shew no fortitude, but in the field : 
If there they shew it, ^tis for glory shewn ; 1145 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 
A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail : 
By pleasure unsubdued, iinbroke by pain, 
He shares in that Ononipotence he trusts ; 
All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls ; 1 1 50 

And when he falls, writes VICI on his shield : 
From magnanimity, all fear above ; 
From noble recompense, above applause ; 
Which owes to man*s short out-look all its charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 1155 

Lorenzo cries — * Where shines this miracle ? 
From what root rises this immortal man ?* 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo^s ground ; 
The root dissect, nor wonder at the flowV. 1159 
19* . 
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He follows nature (not like thee !) and shews V 
An uninv€rt£d system of a nian. 
His appi^tite wears rcason^s golden chain. 
And nnd-t, in due restiBint, its luxury. 
His passion, like an eagle well reclaim^. 
Is tauj^ht to fly at nonght, but infinite. llfiS 

Patient his hope, unanxiooa is his care, 
(Ls caution fearless, and his grief (if grief 
The gods ordain) a stranger to despair. 
And why? — ^Because aflkction, more than meet. 
His wisdom leaves not disengaged from heay*iL 
Those sccondar}- goods thut smile on earth, 1171 
He, loving in proporticMi, loves in peace. 
They most the world enjoy, who least admire. 
His understaifding 'scapes tlie common ckmd 
Of fumes, arisii^ from a Ixnling breast ■ 1175 

His head is clear, lx^r«u3n his heart is cool, 
By worlflly f omyKjtitions iininflanied. 
Thr; riKxl'rat<- nrjovf-meuts of liis soul admit 
Distinct idi;;is, and miilin il d«batp, 
An eye: impartial, and aa t-vrn '.f.ale ; 1180 

"Whencft iudj^rirnt sound, aiul iinreponting choice. 
Thu-^, in a double ncnso, the ^(lod are wise ; 
On its own dunjjhill, wiser than tho world. 
What thi'ii, the world ? It must Ik' doubly weak : 
Stranjjo truth I as soon would thoy believe their creed. 

Yt't thu;» it is : nor olherwi^<• can be : 1186 

.So far from auj;ht romantic what I ^ing. 
Blib.s has no bt-ins:, ^ irluc ha? no Ktron^th, 
But from the prosj>PCt of immortal Inc. 
Who thinks earth all, or (what weighs just the same) 
Who cares no farther, must prize what it yields ; 
Fond of ltd fancips, proud of its parades. 1192 

Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admiic ; 
He can't a foe, thQitt^Vimo%lma.Ugnant, hate, 
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Because that hate would prove his g^reater foe. 1195 
'Tis hard for them (jet who so loudly boast 
Good will to men ?) to love their dearest friend : 
For may not he invade their good supreme, 
Where the least jealousy turns love to gall ? 
All shines to diem, that for a season shines. 12(k) 
Each act, each thought he questions, * What its 
Its colour what, a thousand ages hence ?' ■ [weight, 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. 
Hence, pure are the recesses of his soul. 
The godlike man has nothing to conceal. 1205 

His virtue constitutionally deep. 
Has habitus firmness, and affcctlon*s flame : 
Ancels allied, descend to feed the fire ; 
And death, which others sldys, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenio, bigot of this world ! 1210 
Wont to disdain poor bigots caught by heav'n ! 
Stand by thy scorn, and be reduced to nought : 
For what art thou .•* — Thou boaster ! while thy glare. 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mist, at distance strikes us most; 1215 
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand ; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach. 
Swells mo»'e, and rises nearer to the sktcs. 
By promise, nofr, and, by possession soon 
(Too soon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 1220 

From this thy just annihilation rise, 
Lorenzo ! rise to something by reply. 
The world, thy client, listens, and expects ; 
And IcMDgs to crown thee with immortal praise. 
Canst thou Ix; silent f No ; for wit is thine ; 1225 
And wit talks most, when least she has to say, 
And reason int<>rrupts not her career. 

She* 11 say That mists above the mountains rise 

And, with a thousand pleasantries, amuae *. 
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She*U spaxkle, puzzle, flutter, niae a dust, 1239 
And fly coavictioo, in the dust she raised. 

Wit, how delidous to man's dainty taste ! 
'Tis precioas, as the vehicle of sense ; 
But, as its substitute, a dire disease. 
Pemicions talent ! flatter'd by the world, 1S3S 

By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 
Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo ! wit abounds : 
Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inspires 
The lucky flash ; and madness rarely fails. 
Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs, 1240 

Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown, *twere well, was this the wortt; 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pk]ue thee monn 
See dulness, bhmd*ring on vivacities. 
Shakes her sage head at the calamitj, 1245 

Which has exposed, and let her down to thee. 
But wisdom, awful wisdom ! which uispccts. 
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infers. 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the last ; 
How rare ! In senates, synods, sought in vain ; 1250 
Or if there found, *tis sacred to the few ; 
While a lewd prostitute to multitudes. 
Frequent, as fatal, wit. In civil life. 
Wit makes an enterpriser; sense, a man. 
Wit hates authority, commotion loves, 1255 

And thinks hcrstilf the lig^htning of the storm. 
In states, *tis dangerous ; in religion, death. 
Shall wit turn Christian, when the <lull believe ? 
Sense is our helmet, wit is but the plume ; 
The plume exposes, Uis our helmet saveii. 1260 

Sense is the diamond, weighty, solid, sound : 
When cut by wit, it casts a brighter beam ; 
Yet wit apart, it is a diamond siill. 
Wit widow'd of good sewe, \s worse than nought ; 
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It lioists more sail to run against a rock. 1265 

Thus, a half-Chesterfield is q\iite a fool ; 

Whom dull fools scom, and bless their want of wit 
How ruinous the rock I warn thee shun, 

AVhere Sirens sit to sing thee to thy fate ! 

A jay, in which our rcasoa bears no part, 1270 

Is but a sorrow, tickling, ere it stings. 

Let not the cooings of the world allure thee ; 

Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 

Happy ! of thii bad world who little know ! — 

And yet, we much must know her, to be safe. ITJB 

To know the woi)d, not love her, is thy point : 

She gives but little, nor that little, long. 

There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulse ; 

A dance of spirits, a mere froth of joy. 

Our thoughtless agitation's idle child, 1280 

That mantles high, that sparkles, and expires, 

Leaving the soul more vapid than before ; 

An animal ovation ! such as holds 

No commerce with our reason, but subsists 

On juices, thro' the well-toned tubes, well strain'd; 
A nice machine ! scarce ever tuned aright ; 1286 
And when it jara — (hy Sirens sing no more. 
Thy dance is ddne ; the d6mi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheosif !) beneath the man. 
In coward gloom immersed, or fell despair. 1290 

Art thou yet dull enough despair to dread, 
And startle at destruction ? If thou art. 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; 
(A field of battle is this mortal life !) 
^Iien danger tlireatens, lay it on thy heart ; 1295 
A single sentence proof against the world : 
* Soul, body, fortune ! cv'ry good pertains 
To one of diese : but prize not all alike : 
The goods of fortune to thy body's \ie«\iih. 
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Bo^ to toa], and aoul aubnut to God.* 1309 

Woaldrt tboabnfldlMtui^ happiness? Do, d^ .. ^ 
Th' iarertsd gfiamid can never stand. 

Isdiistnididcmbtfal? It outshines tfa^son ; ' 
Nay, the son shines not, but to shew us &is, 
The single lente of mankind aa eta^ 'IM 

And Telr-Tet, what? Nons^IMankiiidisinBdl , 
Snch mighty numbers lisl against the right, 
(And what canH numbers When bewitch'd'afifaisTC tf^ 
They talk themselves to sonKSthiqrifc helSeit 
That aUaai4*< joys aie theirs I'lJMfceiMPIbJ^ 
CNInn*d from die por^ on ev*ry sdPp own. U|| 

They gria ; butwhsrefore ? and how to^gtks Ifl^lkf 
HalfigD0f«lK9B,tfaeirAiirth;andhalfal^x' . .. 

Todieatdiev^Eld,andcbeat'di!emselves,thqf«iU 
Hard eidker.tatfi!. The most abandon'd odrnt 4^^ 
That others, if abandoned, anlmdkiba : . ™- /. 
Tlien, lor themsehres, the momefe Teaser ivdHjil •- 
(And Providence denies it long repose) • 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They scarce can swallow their ebullient ipliwin. 
Scarce muster patience to support the farce, IS 



And pump sad laughter, till the ourtrift &Us. ^^ 
Scarce, did T say ? Some cannot sit jl Oat ; ^-">' 
Oft their own daring hands the curtaJa*^h«w, 
And shew us what their joy, by their despair. 138S 
The clotted hair ! gored breast ! blaspheming eye I 
Its impious fury still alive in death ! — 
Shut, shut the shocking scene — But Heav'n denies 
A cover to such gxiilt ; and so should man. 
Look round, Lorenzo ! see the reeking blade, 139(1 
Th' envenomed phial, and the fatal ball ; 
The strangling cord, and saffix:ating stream ; 
The loathsome rottenness, and foul decays 
From raging riot (sloweT auk\4e& C\ 
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And pride in these more execrable still ! 1335 

How horrid all to thought ! — But horrors, these. 
That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble song. 

From vice, sense, fancy, no man can be blest : 
Bliss is too great to lodge within an hour. 
When an immortal being aims at bliss, 1340 

Duration is essential to the name. 
O for a joy from reason ! joy from that. 
Which makes man, man ; and exercised ari^t. 
Will make him more : a bounteous joy ! tibat give* 
And promises ; that weaves, with art divine, 1345 
The richest prospect into present peace : 
A joy ambitious ! joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far : 
A joy high privileged from chance, time, death ! 
A joy, which death shall double, judgment crown ! 
Crown'd higher, and still higher, at each stage, 
Through blest etemity*s long day ; yet still. 
Not more remote from sorrow, than from Him, 
Whose lavish hand, whose love stupendous, pours 
So much of Deity on guilty dust. 1355 

There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there. 
Where not thy presence can improve my bliss ! 

Affects not this thie sages of the world i 
Can nought affect them, but what fools them too ? 
Eternity depending on an hour, 1360 

Makes serious thought man's wisdom, joy, and 

praise. 
Nor need you blush (though sometimes your designs 
May shun the light) at your designs on heav*n : 
Sole point ! where over-bashful is your blame. 
Are you not wise f You know you are : yet hear 
Out truth, amid your numerous schemes, mislaid, 
Or overlooked, or thrown aside, if seen: 
* Our schemes to plan by this world, ot ^e ik&iL\> 
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Is the sole diflference between wise and fool.' 
All worthy men will weigh you in tliis scale ; 1370 
What w(xider, then, if tiiey pronounce you light f 
Is their esteem alone not worth your care.^ 
Accept my simple scheme of common sense : [own. 
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your 
The world replies not; —but the world persists; 
And puts the cause off to the longest day, 1376 

Planning evasions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that rc-hearing, from redress. 
They then turn witnc:)ses against themselves. 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! nor be wise to-morrow: 1380 
Haste, haste ! a man, by nature, is in haste ; 
For who shall answer for another hour f 
'Tis highly prudent, to make one sore friend; 
And that diou canst not do, this side the skies. 

Ye sons of earth ! (nor willing to be more ?) 138j 
Since vcrsic you think from ]mestcrafl somewhat frw. 
Thus, in an age so gay, the muse plain truths 
(Trulli.s, which :it church you might have heard in 

j)ros«) 
Has ventured into light ; well pleased the verse 
Should Ix^ forgot, if you the truths retain ; 15?0 

And c»"Own ht-r with your welfare, not your praise. 
But praiii; bljo need not fi-ar : I see my fate ; 
And lu^adloiiu; leap, like Curtius, down the gulf. 
Si'i.e i)\:uiy an tuuple volunw, mighty tome, 
INli-l <ii-^ ; ainl ilie uuwcjit ; O tliou minute, 1395' 
Dc.-.'.: -1 p:iu;e i ^r.o ibrth among thy foes; 
flw I. ■' ly ;>.-jml of martyrdom for truth, 
Aii'.I -i" a J.Miblu <lealh. Mankind incensed, 
Df ;:!.«; i!:re l-i.-r to live : nor shait thou rest, 
V«''':..n ihou v Uad : in St\<rian shades arraign'd 
l*y i'.\'0':'r.', . Mitor to his throne ; 1401 

And u'.ild uU \A\i:vuei vjl\v«\tVtv<i.,— VJaaWovU: 



k " 
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The world, whose legions cost him slender pay. 
And volunteers around his banner swarm : 
Prudent, as Pmssia, iaher zeal for Gaul. - 1405 

* Are all, then, fools ?' Lorenzo cries. — Tes, all, 
But such as hold this doctrine (aew to thee ;) 

* The mother of true wisdom, is the will :* 
The. noblest intellect, a fool without it. 
World-wisdom much has done, and m^re may do. 
In arts and sciences, in wars and peace ; 1411 
But art and science, like thy wealth, will leave thee, 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 

This is the most indulgence can afibrd ; — 

* Thy wisdom all can do, but — make thee wiae.' 
Nor think this censure is severe on thee : 1416 
Satan, thy master, I dare call a dunce. 

20 
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Sung sooths our pains ; and age has pains (o sooth. 
When age, care, crime, and friends, embraced at 
heart, [tihade, 

from my bleeding breast, and deatVs dark 
li hofvers o*er me, quench th* ethereal fire ; 
thoa, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? 20 
labour more indulge ! then sleep, my strain ! 
haplj, waked by Raphael's golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and sonwv, 
[**7o bear a part in everlasting lays ; [cease ; 

Alt, &r higher set, in aim, I trust, 25 

£|pnpbonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has DOt the muse asserted pleasures parCf 
[like those above, exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo ! fairly weigh ; 
Jknd tell me, hast thou cause to triumph still? 30 
t-I tiiink thou wilt forbear a boast so bold. 

Bnt if, beneath the favour of mistake, 
' Thy smile's «ncere ; not more sincere can be 
Loienso's smile, than my compassion for him. 
'. The sick in body call for aid ; the sick 35 

I Id mind are covetous of more disease ; [well. 

^ And when at worst, they dream themselves quite 
> know ourselves diseased, is half our core. 
I nature's Uosh by custom is wiped ofi^ 
xxndence, deaden'd by repeated strokes, 40 
I into mannerf naturalized our crimes, 
i of curses is, our curse to love; 
Itiimnph in the blackness of our guilt, 
I gloiy in the deepest jet;) 
r aside our senses with our peace. 45 

r^tnt no guilt, no shame, no least alloy ; 
" uid gloiy quite unsullied shone ; 
'II deserves Lorenzo's heart 
my, glitters in thy sights 
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Botfdiroiigfatbethuip^tioaofaiihoinrv . fiO 

I Me its sablet wore bj destiny ; 

And that ia Boaow boned ; this, in shame; 

While iKwlioe: fiines ring tiie ddeibl knell ; 

And coDscieoce, now scveoft thon tcaice canst hear 

Her whisper, edioes hereteriial peaL £5 

Where the prime actors of the last ytear*! aoeoe; 
Their port so proad, their bnskin, and their pfans? 
Hoir manjr sleep, who kept the world awake 
With lostxe, and with noise ! Has death prodaiaU 
A trace, and hvatg his sated bnoe on high ? 60 
^is brandish*d still; nor flhall the preaoit jaar 
Be more teaadoos of her human leaf, 
Or spread of £Beble H£s a tbinner fall. 

Bat needless monuments to wake the thoiq^; 
Life's gayest scenes speak man's mortalitf ; % 
Though in a style more florid, fiill as plam. 
As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 
What are our noblest ornaments, but deaths 
Tum'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble. 
The well-stain'd canvass, or the featured stme? 70 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the scene : 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

* Profest diversions ! cannot these escape?' — 
Far from it : These present us vi^ith a shroud ; 
And talk of death, like garlands o^er a grave. 75 
As some Ix^d plunderers, for buried wealth, 
We ransack tombs for pastime ; from (he dust 
Call up the sleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The scene for our amusement : how like gods 
We sit ; and, wrapt in immortality, 80 

Shed generous teara on wretches bom to die ; 
Their fate deploring, to £:>rget our own I 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of cor lives, 
But legacies inUossom^ Om\«.viin^^ 



^TM^"-, ■ .- . - •^l^^V 



THE CONSOLATION. S3i 

liTULoriant grown, and rank In vanities, 85 

From friends interr'd beneath ; a rich mamre ! 
like other vronm^ we banquet on the dead : 
like odier wonns shall we crawl on, nor know 
Our present findltiea^ or approacliin^ ftte ? 
^Lmvnzo ! soch'dM glories of (beworld ! .9(1 
lyhatifltheworidH^Blf? dij wprid ?— A gnura ! 
Where is die dost that has not been aUfa? 
The spade, the plough, distiiib oar anoestois; 
From human monld we reap our daily bread. 
Tlie globe aroond eartl^s hollow snrfiioe shakit^ 0^ 
And is the ceiling of her sleeping sonsw 
0*er devastation we blind revels keep ; 
While buried towns support the dancer's heeL 
The moist of human frame the son Qxhi^es; 
Winds scatter diroogfa the mig^ void, die drj ; 
Earth repossesses part of what she gave^ 101 

And the freed tpirit mounts oo wmgs oTire; 
Each element partakes our scattered spoils ; 
As nature, wide, our ruins spread p man's death 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 105 

Nor man alone; his breathing bust expires, 
His tomb is mortal ; emfHies die. Where now* 
The Roman? Greek? They stalk, an emp^ name ! 
Tet few r^^ard them in this useful 1^^; 
Though half our leamiiig is 4ieir epitaph. .110 

When doWB thy vale, unlocked iif midnigfat dioagfat, 
That loves to wander in diy sunless realms, 
O death ! I stretch my view ; what viskxis rise I 
What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine ! 
In widierM laurels glide before my sight ! 115- 

What lengdks of far-frmed ages, billow'd high 
With human agitation^ roU along 
In unsubstantial images of air ! 
The melancholy ghosts of dead renofwn^ 
20* 
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Wbup'ring laint eduM cf &tworiid^ Tpiwi, 
With penitantipl $Mpec^ m HwjrpMi, ^ Ut 

AI)x)iiitBt«a1i^aiidluflBathiiiouip^idef ^ 
The wisdom of the wise, and piwieiiigs ofte giMl 

BatyOLoreuo! far the rest ebov«y 
Of fjbMQj natare, and. enoimdia nie, 1S5 

Qm iMm aatanlts my sight, and c^Ui mfhktod, 
And'shakeff my frame. Of oiie departed world - 
I see the mighty shadow : oosy wi«Bth 
And dismal sea-weed crown bef ;* o^er her am 
Redfaied, she weeps her desolated reahns, 130 

And bloated sobs ; and, weeping, proph eii ei 
Another's dissdlotian, soon m flames. - \ . 
Bat, yiBB Casnndra, prophesies in Tain ; 
In wma, to many ; not, I trust, to tiiee. 

Foiv koQw'st thod not, or art thbn loalh to kaowv 
The gppeat decree, the counsel of 6ie sUbs ? 13$ 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadfid pow*fB! 
Prime ministers of vengeance ! CMeNi m csires 
Distinct, apart, tlte giant fories roar; 
Apart; or, such their horrid rage for ruin, 140 

In mutual conflict would tliey rise, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 
But not for this, ordain'd their boundless rage : 
When HeavVs inferior instruments of wrath. 
War, famine, pestilence, are found too weak 145 
To scourge a world for her enormous crimes. 
These are let k)oee, alternate : down they rush. 
Swift rfnd tempestuous, frcHn th* eternal throne, 
Witii irresistible commission arm*d. 
The world, in vain corrected, to destroy, 150 

And ease creation of the shocking scene. 

Seest thou, Lorenzo! what depends on manf- . 

* The Ddugi, rtferred to 0«niMUN^,«. 
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'Jlic fatf; of nature ; as for man her birth. 
Ilartli's actors change earth's transitorj' scenes, 
And make creation groan with human guilt 155 
How must it groan in a new deluge whelm'd^ 
Hut not of waters ! At the destined hour. 
By the loud trumpet summnnM to die charge, 
iSee, all the formidable sons of fire, 
Eruptions, earthquakes, ccxnets, lightnings, play 
Their various engines ; all at once disgorge 161 
Their blazing magazines ; and take, by storm. 
This poor terrestrial citadel of man. 

Amazing period ! when each mountain-height 
Out-bums Vesuvius ; rocks eternal pour 165 

Their melted mass, as rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars rush ; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughshare o'er creation ! — While aloft, 
More than astonishment ! if more can be ! 
Far other firmament than e^er was seen, 170 

Than e'er was thought by man ! Far other stars ! 
Stars animate, that govern these of fire ; 
Far other sun ! — A Sun, O how unlike 
The Babe of Bethle'm ! How unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary !— Yet He it is ; 175 

That man of sorrows ! O how changed ! What pomp .' 
In grandeur terrible, all heav*n descends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A swift archangel with his golden wing. 
As blots and clouds, that darken and disgrace 180 
The scene divine, sweep stars and suns aside. 
And now, all dross removed, heavVs own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our ether,- flames t 
While (dreadful contrast !) (ar, b&w far beneath ! 
Hell bursting, belches forth her blazing seas, 185 
And storms sulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
F^xpaiidiiig wide, and roaring Cot bei v^^ 
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UNPrmo ! wekome to diit Mene ; Ifae iMt 
In iMtare** coane ; die fint in wifldom's tikoogki 
Tlkitrikliiifaiigiitpansfrikietiiee; HuiAwakw 
The most iiqiiiie ; ffate Miatches naa from devlh. 
Bouse, roose, Loranio, then, and IbUow me^ Ut 
Where tuithj^ifae mort momentoos man cmk henr. 
Loud calls mj goal, and ardour wings her fli|^ 
I find nqr mspbation in mj.^ieme: 195 

The grandeur of nqr subject is my mnse. 

At midnight (when mankind is wrapt in peaces 
And woridly fency feeds on gdden dreams ;) 
Tognre more dread to man*^ most dreadftd hovi 
At midnight, *ti8 presofiied this pomp win bmak M 
From teafiild darkness ; sodden as the Kpuk- 
From foiitlen steel ; from nitrons grain, -the Uaas. 
Bfan, starting from his conch, dmtt sleep no moss) 
Hie day ishroke, which never more shall dose ! 
Above, aroood, beneath, amazement all ! 205 

Terror and glory, join*d in their extremes ! 
Our GOD in grandeor, and our world on fire ! 
AU nature struggling in the pangs of death ! 
Dost thou not hear her ? Dost thou not deplore 
Her strong convulsions, and her final groan? 210 
Where are we now ? Ah tne ! the ground is gone 
On which we stood : Lorenze ! While thou mayst. 
Provide more firm support, or sink for ever ! Jlait I 
Where ? higm ? from whence f Vain llope ! It is too 
Where, where, for shelter, shall the guilty fly, 215 
When constemalbn turns the good man pale ? 

Great day .' £or which all other days were made ; 
For which ^arth rose from chaos, man Grom eardi; 
And an eternity, die date of gods, 
Descended on poor eartb-creat^ man ! 220 

Great day of dread, decisi(Mi, and despair ! 
At thought of thee e^icYi «u\A\u»r} ^i&i 
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IaU go its eager grasp, and drops the world ; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 294 
At thought of thee ! — And art thou absent, then i 
Lorenzo ! no ; 'tis here ; it is begun ; — 
Ah«ady is begun the grand assize, 
In thee, in all. Deputed conscience sctles 
The dread tribunal, and forestalls our doom : 
Forestalls ; and by forestalling proves it sure. 230 
Why on himself should man void judgment pass? 
Is idle nature laughing at her sons ? 
l\l)o conscience sent, her sentence will support ; 
And GOD above assert &at God in man. 

Thrice happy they ! (hat enter now the court 235 
ITeav'n opens in their bosoms. But, how rare, 
Ah me ! that magnanimity, how rare ! 
What hero, like the man who stands himself; 
Who dares to meet \m naked heart alone ; 
Who hears, inti'epid, the full charge it brings, 24/$ 
Resolved to silence future murmurs there f 
The coward flies ; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a coward? No.) The coward flies; 
Thinks, but thinks slightly; asks, but fears to know; 
Asks, * What is truth ?' with Pilate ; and retires; 245 
Dissolves the court, and mingles with^ the throng : 
AsyluQB sad ! from reason, hope, and heav'o I 

Shall all, butiman, look out with ardivtt eye. 
For that great day, which was ordain'd ftxr man ? 
O day of consummation ! Mark supiMno 250 

(If men are wise) of human thought ! nor least. 
Or in the ^gfat of angeh, or iheir King ! 
Angels, whose radiant circles, height o'er height, 
Order o'er order, rising, blaze o'er blaze. 
As in a theatre, surround this scene, 255 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 
Angels look out for thee ; for thee, liheit lAic^ 
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To ▼indicate his gloi#4 andfarthee, 

Cfeatioa nnivenal'^uls akmd, 

To diimvoke the moral ifteld, and give M 

To iiafiire*8 renoration brigliter chamn. 

Shan man alone, whose fiite, wifoae final fitted 
Hangs on that hoar, exclude it from hir thoq|jb? 
I-Oiink of nothing else ; I see ! I fael it ! 
All natore, like an eartfiqaake, txenUing raoid! 
All deities, like sommer swarms, on wing! Stt 
AH basking in flie {c(P meridian blaze ! 
I see the Judge enthroned! the flaming govd! 
The Tolftne open'd ! openM ««*t7 heart ! % 
A sumHttn pointing out each 'Secret thoqghft! M 
No patron I intercessor none ! now past. 
The sweet, Ae clement, mediatorial hoar ! 
For gnilt, no. plea ! to pain, no panse ! no bowd ! 
Inexorable, all ! and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone ; tlie foe of God and man, 275 
From his dark den, blaspheming, drags his chain, 
And rears his brazen front, with thunder scarred ; 
Receives his sentence, and begins «ii.« bell. 
All vengeance past, now, sccnr i a' .undent grace : 
lake meteors in a stormy sky, how roll -^ 280 

His baleful eyes ! He curses whom he dreads ; 
And deems it the first mcnnent of his ftdl. 

Tis present to my thought ! — ^an#yet, wheie is it? 
Aog^caal't tell me ; angels cannot guess 
The pn#nd; from created beings lockM 285 

In daritailns.' But the process, and the place, 
Are less obscars ; for these may man inquire. 
Say, then great close of human hopes and fears ! 
Great key of hearts I Crreat finisher of fates t [thoa f 
Great end ! and great bagimiii^ » Say, when art 
Art thou in time, or in eternity ? 391 

Nor in etsmitj, nor ^ina,\ ^.^Sdi^. 
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These, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all elapsed, or unarrived !) 
As in debate, how best their powers alhed 2BB 

May swell the grandeur, or discharge the wrath 
Of Him whom both their mooarchies obey. 

Time, this vast fabric foe him built (and doomed 
With him to foil) now bursting o*er his head; 
His lamp, the lun, extinguished ; from beneath 300 
The frown of hideous darkness, calls his sons 
Frc»n their long slumber; from earth's heaving womb 
To second birth ; contemporary throng! 
Roused at one call, upstarting from one bed, 
Prest intone crowd, appalPd with one amaift ^^ 
He turns them o'er, Eternity ! to thee. 
Then (as a king deposed disdains to live) 
He falls on his own sithe ; nor falls alcme ; 
His greatest foe falls with him : Time, and he 
Who murdered all time's ofispring, Death, expire. 

Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone : 311 

Awful eternity ! offended queen ! 
And her resentment to mankind, how just! 
With kind intent, soliciting access, 
if ow often has she knock*d at human hearts ! 315 
Rich to repay their hos]Htality ; 
How often calPd ! and with the voice of God ! 
Yet bore repuls^ excluded as a cheat ! 
A dream ! while foulest foes found welcoma tiiert ! 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but bar MbOb. 

For, lo ! her twice ten thousand gates throm wide. 
As thrice from Indus to the frona pde, 322 

Wfth banners, streaming as the •omet^s blaze, 
And clarions, louder than the deep in storms, 
Sonorous as immortal breath can ^atr^ ^126 

Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers, 
Of light, of darknpss ; in a nudd\e ie\d. 




I dote tpectaton, _ 



ikfH^ as yrt ODBiBibei'd, but faj God ^ 

lyho^ iiir^ piqn o n ncing 9n4imtm, 

tts n|Ni of f wtoe, aad his oim 1 

ElMiijr, ibeynam uwteace p 

ithesevcr'dllirooif^ 

nii deed iMka^Mt! the deed or dM&'i 
mridiinhee «1mD orhell, a faeev^ of lM»>k Sii 
TliOfQdiiifi^ with dBtemwied oipee^-.tnBi 

^Bw jMBmpBtbie bey'ft ononiKNis MM 
n«fedgh deitiiif 'f iaestricable mudi^ . 
0eep drifin^ evhy bolt^ oiibodiAicirftlBS: 
^1l■l^ fitim tfie ciTilal lMillaBBaliiho£hBe(V^^ 3ii> 
PwfBf doifft' Ae hnrii ^ flb w iig h fli^ Acdt pwifhii» 
l^en tfaooiBad thoosaad fcfhoBi; Hmn 4i>raM^ 
And ne'er nnlock her resoliitioa mora. 
Hie deep resoonds; and hell, throng^ all her gkxWt 
Betorns, in proani, the melancholy roar. SSb 

O how unlike the chorus of the skies ! 
O how unlike those shouts of joj-, that shde 
The whole ethereal ! how the conctve rings! 
Nor strange .' when deities (heir voice exalt; 
And knider &r, than when creation rose, 355 

To see creatioa*s godlike aim, and end. 
So well accomplish'd ! so dimeljr cloeed ! 
To see the mighty Dramatist^s last act 
(As meet) in glory rising o'er the rest 
No fiincied god, a God indeed descends, 300 ' 

To solve all knots ; to strike the mcn^l home ; 
To ibiow full day on diuc'kfe^ w^«ns% <&iaRub% 
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To clear, comnieiid, txalt, and crotvn the whole. 
Hence in on£ peal of loud ot^nial praise, 
The charnjM apectfttors thundi^r Uietr applause ; 
Afitil the vast void bey and, applause resounds. 3G& 

WTiat Ihea am I ?- 

Amidst applauding worlds } 
And worlds celestial, i!i there found on ear^, 
A pecvi^Jii dissonant, r(:b«llious fttrlDg, 379 

Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains? 
Cen&ure on thee, Lorenzo ! I suspend, 
And turn it on m} self; how greatly due I 
All, all is ri^ht^ by God ortfiiLned or done ; 
And who, but God, resumed the fnendi^ he gave ? 
And have I been coniplainingf then, so long? 376 
Compkiniii^ of his favours, pain, and death ? 
WkOf without panics advice, would e'er be ^ood ? 
Who, without death, but would be j^txid in vain ? 
Pain h to save frorn pain; all puntjihinent, 300 

To make for peAce ; and death » to save from death i 
And second deaths to guard immortal life ; 
To rouse the careless, the presumptuous awe, 
> And turn Oie tide of kouU another way - 
^ By tJie same tenderness divine ordained, 384 

That planted Eden, and hij^h-blotjm'd for it«m, 
A feirer Eden, endless in the skie*. 

Heaven gives us friends to bless tli« present eoetie; 
Resumes thwn, to pnipare us for the mxt 
All evils nntaral are moral goods ; 390 

All discipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unJiappy : all have cause to smile, 
Ilut £uch as to themselves tliat cause deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pain j 
Error, in act, or judgment, is the source SdS 

Of f-ndlfiss sighs. We sin» or we itiiiitatcc, 

Ami ■ntiiM *■!■ mIim 'fniM ■MiMii^M irtiiilw 
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Let unpiooiS grief be boni^h^dt joy irtdulged ; 

Bat chieflv^ then, wheD grifef puts m her cIbjul, 

Joj frcMH Ibe jovoo!i, frequenllj belraji ; 4flO 

Oft lives jn yanltjt £tnd di^ in wo. 

Jo}' amidst ill&f corrtiboratesi eialls ; 

'Tisjoj^T *^*^ coaqucat; jcijr, ^nd vifiiie tdO» 

A noble fbrlltude in ilbi deltghta 

Heaven, earth, ourstlvcs ; 'tis diit}, gloty, pc^Cf^ 

Affljction is iJie good man^s shining tceoe s 408 

PnMperiiy conceals his brightest ray ; 

As night to stare, wo luf tre gives to m&n. 

Heroes in battle, pilot! in the slornii 

And virtue in calamities admins, 410 

The erown of manhood ii & wijiter-jo)" ; 

An evei^TOcn, tliat atand:^ the northerD bliutt, 

And bloHfioim in the fr^om of our f&tc^ 

'Tia a prime part of h^ippinesa to know 
How much unhappiness must prove our lot ; 415 
A part which few possess ! I'll pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour. 
Nor think it misery to be a man : 
Who thinks it is, shall never be a god. 419 

Some ills we wish for, when we wish to live, [lost?* 

What spoke proud passion ? — * * Wish ray being 
Presumptuous ! blasphemous ! absurd .' and false ! 
The triumph of my soul is, — Tliat I am ; 
And therefore that I may be — ^What ? Lorenzo! 
Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper still : 425 
Unfafhomably deep our treasure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity ! 
Ages, and ages, and succeeding still 
New ages, where this phantom of an hour. 
Which courts, each night, dull slumber, for repair, 



* I2e/crring to the Fwrt Kxij^, 
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ShaHI wake, and woBtier, and enult, and praise, 431 

And fly lhrtiu|s;1i infinite, atid nil unlock; 

And (if dnsfnedi) by Heav^o^s redundant bve, 

Mndf! half fttloi-abre itarlf, ftdore ; 

And find, in adtjralionT endless joy ! 435 

Where thmij nol master of a moment here, 

Frail as die flo^^V* and fleeting as the ^le,. 

Msyst boast a whole eternity, enrich*d 

With all a kind Omni|KJtence can pour. 

Since Adain fell, no mortal, uninspired, 440 

Has ever yet conceived, or ever shall, 

How kind li Godj hoiv great (if good) ia man. 

No ijiiau too hirgely from Hcav'n's love caji hope, 

If IV hat h hnped he labours In sectire* |Th(»e ; 

Ills? — thflre arc none: AlK^niciousI nolle from 
From man full rnauy ! Numerous is the race 446 
Of blnrknst ills, anti those immortal too, 
Begot by mfldncAs on ftiir liberty ; 
Heav'n's d'dtis:hter, htll-debawchM! her hand alone 
Unlock* deslnictkon to tlie jotis of mfin, 450 

First bar r VI by Thine ; hig:b walTd with adamant. 
Guarded with terrors reaching lo this world. 
And cov^r*d with the thondf*r« of Thy law ; 
Whow threats are merciesi; whose injunction!^, guiilea, 
AHsisting;, not restraininj?, mason's cbokti ; 455 

\Vhose sanctions, dinavoidablc results 
From naturc^M course, indulg^endy rcteal'd; 
If unjTiveAl'd, more dan^'rou-, nor less sure. 
Thus, nn indtilg'ent fetlier warns his sonSt 
* Do this ; fly that* — nor always t4^lls (ha cause ; 
Pleased tq reward, as duty to his will, 461 

A eoaduct needfid to their own repose. 

Great Go<l of wonders I (if, thy love *iurvey*d, 
Auffht else the name of wonderful retains) 
"^^ yhat rocka ape these, on which. %a WM q«x trQjA.\ 
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Thy wajs admit no blemiifb ; none I fiad ; 466 

Or tlu9 fllooe — ' T^at none is to be fcHiJiidL' 
Kot oDe, lt> lol^ ccnf ure^ii bardy mine ; 
Piot cuie, to palU&tiB pe«Yish grtcrs c^onipjid&t, 
Who, Jik£ a dfemoo marm^rrngp frofti ihe doft, 479 
Dares into ju4|in£iit call her iudge.^ — Snpiooe ! 
For dl I bloss thee \ mmt, for the KTere; 
* Hfir death— mj own at hand--1he 6ery gulf, 
That Bamin^ bcMod of wra^ omnipotoot I 
It thunders ? — ^bnt it thunderv to preserve 4 475 

It ftrengtbcaa what it strikes ^ its whole^omfi dreiid 
Averts the dreaded pain ; its hidcoiii groan* 
JoiD beav Va Jweet h&llelujahs In thy prai^, 
Grest Source of good alone! How kind in all! 
la vengeance kind *. paint death, Gehejinar ^^^^ 

Thu*, in thy world tnateriE^, mighty Mind I Mt 
Not that aloDre which solaced, and sbictef, 
Tbe roogh ajid glixwwf , challengea oui- pmM&. 
The winter is aa needful as the spciiig; 
The thunder as the sun; a stagnate mass 4SS 

Of vapours breeds a pestilential ah* : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
To nature's health, than purifying storms. 
The dread volcano ministers to good : 
Its smotherM flames might undermine the world. 
Loud ^Stnas fulminate in love to man; 491 

Comets good omens are, when duly scamiM ; 
And, in their use, eclipses learn to shine. 

Man is responsible for ills received ; 
Those we call wretched are a chosen band» 495 
Com{>eird to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my list of blessings infinite, 
Stand this the foremost, * That ray heart has Ued.* 

* Lucia. 
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^Tis Heav*n's la^t cflort of good will to romi: 
Wh«n pain can't hless^ Hpav'n quits us in deipair. 
llrTio fsiiLs to g^rievti, when just occaston call 3, SOI 
Or grieves too niiuch» deserves nol to be blest; 
Inhnfimn, or tflemifiatei his heart: 
Ptra^on abaiolv^s the ?:iricf| tvhicti rfason f^nds. 
May Htiav^i neVr truat niy ttmnd with happiness. 
Till it ha^ Um^ht him how to b<:ar it wel!^ 506 

By prcviou'a pain, and rnnde it safij to Binilef 
Such «mili-.H arp niine,, and surh may they remain ; 
!Vor haxnrd the tie extinction, from t^icena. 
My chansfe of heart a change of style dpmanda; 
The Consolation cajicelfj the Complaint^ 511 

And rnidtfs a coiufrt of my guilty song. 

A* when o'erlttboiirM, ond inclined to breathe, 
A paritln^^ traveller, fon»e tif>mg gronnd^ 
•Some small ascent, has gKin'd, he titnis him round, 
\nd measures with his rye the: TOi'toui vales, 516 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivei-%, he ha« passM; 
And, satiate of hj> journey, thinks of homp, 
End^arM by distance, nor affects mone toil ; 
Tba!! I, though small, ixsdecd, iis tiiat ascent QWi 
The muse has ^in^d, review the pnths she Ipod; 
Various, extensive, beaten but by few; 
Atub rouBcious of her pruiliiice in repo*«, 
Pause ; and with pleasure nwditate an end, 
ThtiiU!*h still I rrniole; so fruitful iij my theme. 625 
Tlnousrh many a field of moral and divine, 
The mufe had -itmy'd; and much of sorrow seen 
In human ways ; and much of false and vain; 
>\'^hieh noru?, vi,-|io travel this bail raad» ran miss. 
0'*M*frivndfli debased full heartily slie wept; 530 
Of lovi^ divine the wonders she displayed ; 
I*rovcd man inunortnl ; showM ti^e «nurc« of yxj \ 
The grrand trihtinal raised; asp\gnM <hc>xKmd* 
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Of human fricf ; b icw, to dose the whole ^ 

The tDOral mo9£ has ahadow''d otit a Hfaetcfii, 5Sf 

Though not in fomit nor with a RaphaeUBtroke, 

Qf most our weoktie^ needs believe or ^t 

In this our lenid ofti^vel^ and of hope. 

For peace on esrtli, or prospect of the skic!» [febf 

What tliC'a reniaiiisf^ — Muqht much! q migilitf 
To be diijchargodi these thoughts! O Night J sre 
thine; MI 

from thee Oiey came, Jike lorarg* secret sighi, 
tVhile others slept. So Cj-nthia^ (poeli feign,) 
tn ihadow3 vdrd, §ofl BlidiEtg- from her spbere, 
Pier shepherd chfiorM t, of her eitomourM less, 
fiirin I of thee*— And art thou Btill unsung, S4S 
Sene&ih whose browi and by who^ aid, I *ing? 
tnunoral silence !— Where sboll 1 begin? 
iVbei^ eod ? Or how steal mmk from the spSjena, 
To aoolJi their goddess? £5d 

O majestic Night I — 
iature*s great ancestor ! Day*s elder bom ! 
And fat^d to survive the transient sua I 
'jy mortals and immortals seen with awe ! 
\ starry crown thy raven brow adorns, 555 

\n azure zone, thy waist ; clonds, in heavVs loom 
iVrought through varieties of shape and »hade, 
in ample folds of drapery divine. 
Thy flowing mantle form ; and, heav'n thionghoat, 
Voluminously pour thy pompous train. 560 

Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's most august 
Inspiring aspect!) claim a grateful verse ; 
And, like a sable curtain starrM with gold. 
Drawn o'er my labours past, shall close the scene. '' 

And what, O man ! so worthy to be sttng ? 565 
What more prepares va fot tha songs of h^v'n ? 
Creation, of archangels vi ^^ ^^tcu^X 
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What, to be sung^, so needful? What so well 
Celestial joys prepares us to sustain ? 
The soul of man, His face designM to see, 570 

Who gave these wonders to be seen by man. 
Has here a previous scene of objects great, 
On which to dwell; to stretch to that expaose 
Of tboi^t, to rise to that exalted height 
Of admiration, to contract that awe, 575^ 

And give her whole capacities that stfength. 
Which best may qaalify fqr final joy. 
The qftore our spirits are enlarged on eartfv 
The deeper draught shall they receive of heav'n. 

HeavVs King ! whose hct tmveil*d consummascs 
bUss; 580 

Redundant bliss !jvhich fills that mighty void. 
The whole creation leaves in human hearts ! 
Thou who didst touch the lip of Jesse's son,* 
Rapt in sweet contemplation of these fires. 
And set his harp in concert with the spheres ! 685 
While of thy works material the supreme 
I dare attempt, assist my daring song : 
Loose me from earth's enclosure, from the son's 
Contracted circle set my heart at large ; 
Eliminate my spirit, give it range 590 

Through provinces of thought yet onexplofed ; 
Teach me, by this stupendous scaffoldii^. 
Creation's golden steps, to climb to Thee. 
Teach me with art great nature to control. 
And spread a lustre o'er the shades of night 595 
Feel I thy kind assent ? and shall the sun 
Be seen at midnight, rising in my song ? 

Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thou whose hetrt^ 
Whose little heart, is moor'd within a nook 

» Davidf 1 Smud vn. W. ^4, 
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Of this obtcure terrestrkii anchor weighs SOS 

Another ocean calls, a nobler port ^ 
I am thy \a\otf I thy prosp^roui gale- 
OnidfijI ih} voyisge through yaa. Bzore main ; 
MatQt ffitbotit fcmpcst, pirate, rockr or shore * 
Ab[I wheiicc thou mayst import eternal wc^alth ; SOS 
And I'-afe to bce^afd mindf the pcnrl and %6\d. 
Tby travels doit thou boast o'er rorei^n reiiloi^? 
Thju strange f lo tbp world ? thy tour begiiii 
l^y lour throagh jiatitrt's imivtrsal orb. 
If*ture delineates htr whole chart at l^trgie^ Sid 
Oq soaring soal% tJrmt <Miil amixig the spheres ; 
Aad miuh huw purLHnd, if unknowu IJbe whole I 
Wh& cirdes Bpacioiis earthy then tfavek bene, 
Shill owo he nifrfir was frDjfii home before ! 
Ctarte, my * Prcimctijeus, trcxm diy points rock 615 
0/ f&lsti ambition, it unchained, wt'LI moont | 
WcHl innocently st«?Bl ctikstiaj iLre, 
Aod Undk^ our devolian at the star? ^ 
A theft, that shall not chain, but set thee free. 

Above our atmosphere^s intestine wars, 620 

Raines fountain-headi the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern nests of feather'd snows. 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 
That forms the crooked lightning ; *bove the caves 
Where infant tempests wait their growing wings, , 
And tune thf ir tender voices to that roar, 626 

Which soon, perhaps, shall shake a guilty world ; 
Above miat^onstrued omens of the sky, . 
Far-travell'd comets' calculated blaze ; 
Elance thy thought, and think of more than man. 
Thy soul, till cow, contracted, witherM, shrunk^ 
Blighted by blasts of earth's unwholesome air, 632 

* JV*igKttKeE.\5»\«v. 
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Willi blossom here ; spread qU her feculties 
To these bright ardaurs ,■ ev'ry pow^r unfold. 
And rise into sublimitJes of ihou^lit. 635 

Stars teach t ad well as shine. At nature's birth, ' 
Thus their commission nm^ — * Be kind to man,* 
Where art thou^ poor beni^^bted Iravelter t 
The stars will hght (hee, tho' the moon should /jsil. 
Where art thcwi, more benighted ! more ajttniy ! 
In ways immoral? The stars call tlieo baclci 641 
And, il" obey'd their coimse), set lh«c right 

This propped va*t, what i* it ? — WeighM aright, 
'Tis nature^! svatem of divinity ^ 
And ev'rj student of tlie nijht inspires. 645 

*Ti§ elder Scripture, writ by God's own hand : 
Scripture authentic ! tincorrupt by man. 
Loren20 * with my radius (the rich j^ft 
Of thought nocturnal !) Til point out to th«« 
Its various lessons ; some that may surprise 650 
An un-adept ia mysteries of night; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her school^ 
IN'6r thought to prow on planet, or on star, 
BulUi lions, scorpionj;, monsters, h«re wc fei^ ^ 
Ouradv'e4i more monstrous, not to see what tierc 65S 
Exists indeed ; — a lecture to mankind. 

WTiat read we here ? — Th* existence of ii God T , 
Yes; and of other beinp^s, man above ; 
Natives ofetlter .' sons oflugher climes I 
And, what may tDOve Lorcnio's wonder mortt 660 
Eternity is written ia tjie skies. 
And whose eternity ? Lorenzo, thine ; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone ; 
Virtue grows here ; here springs the sovereign cans 

almost ev'ry vice ; but chiefty thine \ 665 

rath, pride, ainbitioa, and impure desire. 

Loreaxgi Ibou canst w^kc fti nudx»^t too^ 

1.% 
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Though not on rnoruls bcnl ; umbiliQii, ptf?a$ttre! 

Thofie tp^Qts i for tii£e sp Utelj fgqght,* 

Aflbn] their fuLmAs-d. slaves hut d&nder r^iL £10 

TbcHi, to whoRi midtugbt is Lmowml ncKja, 

And the sod^a noon- tide b]i2f^ prinHi ilawn ofikj; 

ICot by thy cllrn&tfif but capridoui cruDe, 

CVigiiiiKBcing title of our antifX)dei ! 

Id tiiy tisxitufDal ro™, one utotikent bait, 67S 

*Tvkl\t btoge md ifUgfi, of liot and cabal i 

And lift thkit eye [if bold an eje to lift. 

If bold to raect (he fare of injured HeflT'n) 

1*0 >ondtr stars : for nther eada they shiae, 

Than lo lig:ht travdlefS frxifri shame tg thame, €80 

Aad ibiiki be made accocnphces m guilt 

Wliy frcim }oa archt that itifinite oTspacef 
With infiniti:: of lucid orba riKpIbte, 
Which set the lining firmamieiit on Ire, 
At tJi« first ^Jante, in sueh mi oterwh^lm 685 

Of wonderful r on manV aitotiish'd siglit. 
Rushes Omnipotence ? — To curb our pride ; 
Our reason rouse, and lead it to that Pow'r, 
"Whose love lets down these silver chains of light. 
To draw up man^s ambition to Himself, 690 

And bind our chaste affections to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, least alive on earth. 
And welcomed on heaven's coast with noost applause, 
An humble, pure, and heav'n'ly-minded heart. 
Are here inspired. — And canst thou gaze too long.^ 

Nor stands thy wrath deprived of its reproof, 696 
Or unupbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each system represent 
Kind neighbours : mutual amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, received, retum'd ; 700 

• vVigKtth*E.\tKth.. 



THE CONSOLATION. S61 

Enlight'ning, and enlightened ! All, at once, 
Attractir^, and attracted ! Patriot-like, 
None sii^s against the welfare of the whole; 
But their reciprocal, unselfish aid, 
Affords an emblein of millennial love. 705 

Nothing in nature, much less cooscious being, 
Was e*er created solely, for itself: 
Thus man his-aor'iijeign duty learns in ttuM 
Material picture of benevolence. 

And know, of all our supercilious race, 710 

Thou most inflammable ! thou wasp of men ! 
Man^s angry heart, inspected, would be found 
As rightly set, as are the starry spheres ; 
'Tis nature's structure, broke by stubborn will, 
Breeds all that nncelestial discord there. 715 

Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 
Canst thou descend from converse with the skies. 
And seize thy brother's throat? — For what? — a clod.^ 
An inch of earth ? The planets cry, 'Forbear:' 
They chase our double darkness, nature's glo<xn ; 
And (kinder still !) our intellectual night. 721 

And see, Day's amiable sister sends 
Her invitation, in the softest rays 
Of mitigated lustre ; courts thy sight, 
Which suffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 725 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the skies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 
With gain, and joy, she bribes thee to be wise. 
Night opes the noblest scenes, and sheds an awe. 
Which gives those venerable scenes full weight, 730 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart : 
While light peeps through the darkness, like a spy ; 
And darkness shows its grandeur by the light 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy, 
if human bearts at glorious objects ^\aw^ 1^ 
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And adouratifm can Ld£pif« delighL 

Wbttt spetsk 1 iDorcT ^^^ l» ^^ iiaoro^Dt, feel ? 
With pleasing itupor firit the soul is atruck, 
(Stupor QrdaiCL''d: to make her trolj ^sise t} 
Tben into tmneport itarting fnxfi h«^f tmoce, fID 
Wiib lo^i?T mid aidmiratjoiif bow &he ^Iotits ! 
This gOT^oiia Apparatus ! tliU displa.jr ! 
This oetentAtioQ of cifTfltire powVI 
This theatre l^what ej c can take it tn ? 
By what divine cDchajitmciit waa it raised, TIj 

For minda of the fij^ magnitude to lauQjcb 
lo etidlen specolatbtit and adore ? 
Oae «ivi hj daj, bj wghi ten thousand ahbcf 
And Hg^ht ns deep into die Deity : 
How bounillesi in magnificetice acd ftugbt ! 750 
O what a conSuence of ethereal firea^ 
Frocn urns wuiumher*d, dowo the steep of heiT'Di 
Stiearoa to a point, wad centrea in mj sight ! 
Kor terries there \ I feel it at my heart. 
Mj heart, at once, it humbles aiid exalts ; 75S 

Lays it in dust, and calls it to the skies. 
Who sees it unexalted, or unawed ? 
"Who sees it, and can stop at what is seen ? 
Material ofispring of Omnipotence ! 
Inanimate, all-animating birdi ! 76# 

Work worthy Him who made it ! wordiy praise ! 
All praise ! praise more than human ! nor denied 
Thy praise dirine .'—But tho* man, drown*d in sleep, 
Wi^olds his hcHnage, not al(»e I wake : 
Bright legions swarm unseen, and sing, milieaid 
By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, 766 

In this his universal temple, hung 
With lustres, with innumerable lights. 
That shed religion on the soul ; at once 
Hie tempte and the ipwiwiVstV ^^Km Vnil 770 
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t calli devotioD • g^cnuine growtli of night ! 

Dfivotjcwi! flaughtrr of astroiiiomy ! 
undevoutastrotiomiar \s rnsid. 
True ; all tfiin^s speak a Ood ; btit sn the small. 
Men trace out Him ; in great, He seiiea man ; 775 
Seizes, and eleFRtcSi and wrBpu, and fills 
With new inquineSi *mid associates n€w* 
Tf 11 me, yfx stan! j« plannla ! tell mt?, all 
Ve starr'd, end plancted, inhaLbitants t What is it? 
Whsit are these aova of wonder ? Say, proud arch I 
(Witkin whoge azure pakces they dwell) 781 

Buik with dirino ambition t in disdain 
Of limit built ! built In the taatc o( heaven f 
YfAai concave ! ample dc.ime 1 wast thou designed 

meet apartment for the Deity ?-— , 785 

bt 80 ; that itioug[}it alone thy state impairfi, 
y lofty sinks, and shallowi tliy profound, 

nd straitens diy diiUi^lve ; dwarfs the whole, 
And makes an universe an orreijt 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on man^ 790 
Thy right rega.in'd, thy grandeur h restored, 
O nature ! wide fties oft'lh' expanding round. 
A a when whole ma^xiaes, at unce, are lired, 

he snjitten air ia hollowM by tJie blow ; 

%'a»t displosion diflsipat<?i the clouds ; 795 

:kM ether^a billow;! dash the distant skies ; 

hns (hut far more) tV exputndin^ round flies ofl", 
And leaTcs a mighty void, a spacious womb^ 

ight teem witli new creation ^ re-inHamed, 
ly luminartes triumph, and assume - 80O 

Divinity thcmselve*. Nor was it stranfev 

attcr high- wrought to such stirprisin^ pompt 
Such gCHLllike g^bry, stole the style of pods, 
[From age* dark, obtuse, and sleeps in SfcRifc ■, 

or, gure, to i^met Ihev truly att^ dmtiet ^W*j 
.^ '. 
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And half dkolMdidoiatrjrfitaigaai; •: . 
Naj, tnpi'd it into nrtas. Such it wni • <» 
]Btboae,wliopatlbrtfaalldi^lMdorflwi * 
VnloM, to lift their flMn^ nor miMotod higher ; 
Bvt, wMk of wingfOn pluiBtiperdi*d; andftosglt 
mHtwu their bigbest^BiMtbe^Mrftdored. 811 
Bat tfiejr boir weak, who oooldii^higlMr tMHt! 
And ue there Ifaen, Lorenso, Ihoaev t» wlioai 
VnaeeB and aneiistent are the Mnef 
Aid if i neoM y when ri ble ja jom'd, tlS 

"Who dwe pfonmmoe it uMdnefli to bdiava ? 
Whj has tiie migh^ Builder ttuDwn aadi 
AUmeasueitthiawQriE; atretchM out hia Em 
89 lar, and i|iraad aaaeaemfint o*er 4faa wUa? 
naD(a8betoGfcdeligfatinwida«itMnMa») Hi 
Peep in Ifae boaom of hia imifiaiBa, 
Dropt down tiiat reaa^iing mite, tibat iaMC^ an^ 
To crawl, and gaie, and wonder at the acane?— 
That man might ne'er presume to plead a maiwmw t 
For disbelief of wonders in Himself. 88S 

Shall God be less miraculoos than what 
His hand has form*d ? Shall mjsteries deaoend 
From nnmysterioos ? thing* more elevate. 
Be more fiimiliar? uncreated He 
More obvious than created, to the grasp t99 

Of human thought? The more of wondeiiul 
•Is heard in Him, the more we should assent 
Could We conceive him, God he could not b% ; 
Or he not God, or we could not be men. 
A God alone can comprehend a God : 83S 

Man's distance bow immense ! On inch a diemet 
Know this,IiOrenn>! (seem it ne'er so stmi^pa,) 
nothing can satisfy, but what confouida; 
No&ing, but wbal astonuhfi&, is true. 
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And ev'ry star sheds light upon thy creed 
These stars, this furniture, this cost of heav*ii. 
If but reporttd, tboa hadst ne'er believed ; 
But thine eye tells Ifaee, the romance is tme. 
The grand ofnatnre is th* Almighty's oath, 845 
In reason's cooA^ ti siteoce unbelief. 

How my mind, op'ning at this scena^ imbibes 
The moral enaftationt of the skies. 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo less admireiT! 
Has the Great Sov'reign sent ten thousand worldl 
To tell us, he resides above them all, - 851 

In gloiy's unapproachable recess f 
And due. earth's bold inhabitants deny" 
The sumptuous, the magnific embassy 
A moment's audience ? Turn we, ner will hear' 8£5> 
From whom they come, or what Ihey would imparl 
For man's emolument ; sole cause that stoopa 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Loremo ! rouse ; 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing, 
And glance from east to west, from pole to pole. 
Who sees, but is confounded, or convinced ? 861 
Renounces reason, or a God adores f 
Mankind was sent into the world to tee : 
Sight gives the science needful to their peace ; 
That obvious science asks small learning's aid. 885 
Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinions soar? 
Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ? 
Or traye! histDvy's enormous round ? 
Nature no such hard task enjoins : she gave 
A make to man directive of his thought ; 870 

A maike set upright, pointing to the stars. 
As who should say, * Read thy chief lesson there.* 
Too late to read this manuscript of heav'n. 
When, like a parchment scroll, shrunk up by flasMa^ 
It fi>ld9 Lorarao^ le9*oii from liis foigsA^ Vl^ 
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LeMn iMrnufkiiit ! Not diB Qod aUfait 
IieehitlltiiMani; ItaOfdiiand' < a^^ 

Innufiantofden^MMiioesMbiiiiw, i^MJ^f^^^^ 
Of vmrioii flfficM, of Tuioiti piiiBMv 
UhMV^lsv«rief,ditliiicify«hdl, M 

Aran, green, purple, peui,'o» dovni^foM, 
Or aU OQuniBxM ; tiiejr ftend, wiHii 
lisf ning to catch tiie Blutar't WaireMnMi^ - 
And iy tbioogfa natnre, ere the moHMHt cadi i 
NMuben bmnnenble !— Well cooctivid W 

QjrFi^iai^ttidl^CaHMtum! pVveaditplMi - 
Pjreiides an angel, to direct itf oowm, - .- * 
Andfeed,€rfiiii,iliiaiiiei; or to iiufcMga 
dfaer h%h tniitf'tnknown. P o ff>fc i» giwe 
fldchpon^cf matter, and imagine, BMi^ > M 
For whidi atone in an im a t e wa» —ide, 
More aparinglj difpeaaed? That nobler wm% 
Far liicer the great Sire ! *Tit timi the doMi 
Inform us of superiors nmnberless, 
,<A8 much, in excellence, above mankind, tK 

As above earth, in magnitode, the spheres. 
These, as a cloud of witnesses, hang o*«r w; 
In a throng'd theatre are all oar deeds t 
Perhaps, a thousand demigods descend 
On ev*rj beam we see, to walk with men. 9Q0 

Awful reflectioa ! strong restraint from ill ! 

Yet, here, onr virtue finds still stronger aid 
From these ethereal glories sense surveys. 
SomethingJike magic strikes from this blue vaidt 
With just attention is it view*d ? We feel 90S 

A sudden succour, unimplored, uulhoagfat; 
Nature herself does half the work of man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forests, deserts, rocks, 
The promontory's he^ht, the depth pvofound 
Of fubterranean, excavated t5K*a» IRA 
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BlacV'browM, and vaulted high^ and yftwning wide 

From nRtare*$ structure, or the »coop oC time ; 

If ample of dtnifliuioo, raat of aixe, 

ETea tiiese an aggrandizing impuLw give ; 

Of Aolemo thotight enthusiastic Iveights 915 

Pen dieae inruae.— But what of vajt in tbeae ? 

Nothing ;"--OT we oiitft oirn the ikiea toe^pL y 

Much, ]e» in art^Vala Art I thou pigmy pofw*f I 

How doct thou awell and stmt, with hinfrmn pride. 

To ahem % littlenew I Wbit childish ioyn, 920 

Ttiy WBt^iy colunuu iqulrted to the clouds 1 

Thy bssin^d rivers, end imprisoa^d beai ! 

Thy mouiktuiM moulded into forms of men ! 

Thy hundrad-gtftied capitals I or tho»ts 

Where tkme d&ya travel left us much to ride ; 9Sfi | 

Gaiing: on rairacleui by frtorlal^ wrought. 

Arches tritimphal, theatres inunense, 

Or nodding- ge.rdeoa p«ndent in mid air i 

Or temples proud to meet their ^oda hal/^way ! 

Yet tliicse ntkd ui in oo common idiuL 930 | 

What then the force of such superior ecenei/ 

Enter a temple, it will strike an awe ; 

What awe from this the Deity has built ! 

A ^ood man seen, though ftilent, counsel givd ; 

The touched spectator wijfhes to be wise i 996 J 

In a bri)$ht mirror his own hands have made. 

Here we see something like the face of God. 

Seemi it not then enough, to say, Lorenzo, 

To man abandoned, * Haat tboa feen the akiet?* 

And ;)fet, so thwarted nature^a kind design 940 1 
By daring man, he makes her aacced awe 
(Tliut ^uard from ill) his ahelter, his tempUlioo 
To more than conunon guilt, and quite iaverta 
Cdestisl art's intent The irenibling stars 
5ee crimesrt^tici st&lkiu^ Ihtun^^ ^ 1^13RXS^ 



WithfitM*«ett»«tthid8llMirbMdli^di^, W 
And nMkk« ini^ iliU dukflr Iqr thiir dMdk 
SlumbViBi^ in oant^ tiil flwihailBfc jtmii^ 
lUpins and — iilrir, linked,. mhv pnwrl Ar fp^f. 

WatdOas ^ iiiola» half beggwt Hk «• MBOb . 

Roar j^loto, and fcul conapiiaciai, awakBi- 

Arfd|imiffliii|pupdkeiriiorrQnfrmliwiifaMit. 

Hnrodt and dafaatatkiB tlM|r prapaMk- :^ < ' * 

Aa41di«dQBMtiNMigklltt,fi«2dofblBod^ ^ 9 

Ngw soui of lioi iniaid xavaL rag^ u £ 

What ahalL Ida? mt^pnmUlMlpnM^tlit 

His bMt friendPfe e^OGh.the jaak •S|^|^^ .»i. 
AaModaioeim; aadlangliaMffodiand^M^ HI 
IVepoft*roiit nadBMo, Toid oiriaar or dMBMi 
Lay their crimes bare to those chaste eyes ofhonr'a^i 
Yet shrink and shodder at a mortal's sight - 
Were moon and stars for villains only Bsads; 
To guide, yet screen them, with fonefarions light? 
No ; they were made to fetshion the sabliBie M 
Of human hearts, and wiser make ihe wise. 

Those ends were answered once ; when moftaklived 
Of stronger wing* of aquiline ascent « 

In theory sublime* O how unlike 970 

Those vermin of the night, this moment spng, 
Who crawl on earth, and on her venom feed ! 
Those ancient sages, hiuman stars ! They met 
Their brothers of the skiia, at midnight boor ; 
Their counsel ask'd ; waik what they ask'd, obqr*d: 
The Stagirite, and Pialih, he who drank 916 

The poison*d bowl, and he of Tusculnn^ 
With him of Corduba (immortal names !) 
In these nnbotiaded and Elysian walka* 
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icy took their nightly round, thro* radiant pathi 
By graphs trod ; instructed* chiefly, thus. 
To tread in their bright ibotstepa here below ; 
To nralk in worth still brighter than the skies. 

re they contrEM;tcd tlieir contejmpt of earth \ 9l85 
Of hopes eteraal kindled, there, the fire; 
There, ai in near approach, they |^lmv*d, and grew 
(Great visitants !) more intimate with God, 
More woffth to menj more joyous to thomselrcf. 
Through rarious virtues, they, with ardoor, ran 
The zodiac of their learned, illuitnoui Ui'ca, 991 

In ChKitian hearti, O for a pa^an xi^al f 
A needful, but opprobrious prcy'r ! Aai xnuGh 
ur ardour less, as g^reater is our light, 
low :noti8trouB this in rnoraj^ ! Scarce more Jtrangif 
'oulil this phenomenon in nature strike, 996 

A stui itiat froze u^, or a star that wann*d. 

WTiat taught these heroes of die moral world? 
To these thou giv'ft thy praise, give credit loo» 
Kiie doctors ne'er were pension'' d to deceive thee ; 
nd Pagan tutors are thy taste. — They taught, 
hat, narrow views betray to misery ; 1002 

hat, wise it is to comprehend tii« whole : 
At, virtue roaa from nature ; pooderM well, 

singles base of virtue built to heav*n t 
hat, God and nature our attention claim : 
hat, nature is the glass reflecting God, 

, by the sea, reflected i» th^ sun, 
'(x> glririou^ to be g^ized oft la hia sphere r 
at, mind immortal lovetf idmiortEd aims ; 
at, boundie^s^ mind alTecti a bnundleta epace : 
lat, va^t ?urv#»yn, and the sublime of things, 
ic soul assimilHtR, and make her p-eat : 

1 at, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fuiwl 
ijispiratiofip thus fiprcads out to mi&n. \^V^ 
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Sacfaaie their doctrines; such tiie nigfat impiied. 
And what more fme? What troth of greatw 
weight? 
The aoal of man was made to walk the dtiet ; 
Delightfiil outlet of her priaoo here I 
Thae, diaincamber^d from her chaini, the liet 1090 
Of tqjs tairestrial, ihe can rove at hurg<e; 
Tlisre, freely can respire, dilafte, extendy 
In foil jprDportion let loose aU her pow'ri ; 
And, tndeluded, gnsp at something gpreat 
Ifor, as a stranger, does she wander there; 10S5 
Bot, wonderful herself, throogh wonder stngfs ; 
Contemplating their grandeor, fiodi her own ; 
IMves deep in their econmny diviiM, 
Sits high in jodgment on their vaiioos kwii 
And, like a master, jodges not amiss. 1090 

Hence greatly pleased, and jostly prood, the sool 
Grows conscioas of her birth celestial ; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air; 
And feels herself at home among the stan ; 
And, feeling, emulates her country*s praise. 10S6 

What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo ? — 
As earth the body, since the skies sustain 
The soul with food, that gives immortal life. 
Call it. The noble pasture of the mind. 
Which there empatiates, strengthens, and exalts. 
And riots through the luxuries of diought 1041 

Call it. The garden of the Deity, 
BlossomM with stars, redundant in the growtti 
Of fruit ambrosial ; moral fruit to man. 
Call it. The breast-plate of the true High-priest, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 1048 

In points of highest moment, right response ; 
And \\\ negXecled, *\( vj% ^nxe our peace. 

Th\B, Yittv^i YJ^ faw\\^ ^ Vs^fc vtoi«^ X • i 
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hus^ have we found a new and iioble sense 

I which alone stars gm-era haman fates. 

^ llnat the stars (aa aorae have ffiguM) let fall 

&]rKHbher], and havc^ck, on cmbattWd realms^ 

|nd reiRut^d monartrhf from so bieick a guill! 

urbon ! thi« msh bow gen*roii» in a fnc ! 105S 
Vc'ouldfit lliou be ^reati would st ihou b^'ome a godt 
^Aad slir-k thy deaihlest name among Ihe stars, 
For mighty conqacsls on a needless pdnt? . 
Instead of forging chains for fortiiji^frst 
BaiUIe thy tutor Grandeur all thy aim ? 1060 

Is yet thou know*st not what it ia ■ how great, 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 
^hen in it all lh« Mars tuid piancbJi roll ! 
f And what it seems, it is : gT«at object* nvake 

"jTreat minds^ en1ar°:mg' as their vif»w9 i^nlar^ ; 1065 
' *rho!5e still more godlike, aj the§e mow diviiw. 

And more divine than the?*, thou can*l not sec, . 
Jhathd^ o^erpowerM, with the delicious draug^ht 
|f)f missel lanenus ipIendourS} how 1 reet 
From thought to thoughti iiiebriato, without end I 
In Eden, this ! a Paradise unlost I lOTl 

I m»^t tJic Deity in ev*rjr vi*w, 
P And ti%mble at my nakcdn(*ler befoi^ him I 

> itiat I could but roach the tree of life f 
iFor here it grows^ unguarded from our Iflpte \ lOTS 
[ Wo flaming^ sword denies oar «sn trance here : 
I Would mnn but g;ath«r, he might live for ever- 

Loreiifo, much of moraThast thou seen. 
JOf curiQua arts art thou more fond f* Then mark 
iTbe mnlhcmatic glortt^s of lite skicf , lOBO 

I number, weight, and measure, all ordained. 
[ Loretuco^s boasted builders, chance, and fate, 
Art left to finish his aerial loir^n t 
Wisdom and chokj^ their weU^own ^nwac^fei* 
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Hvir tke iteft kiten fron Ibe I 
fljpirit aloM en SHaan Ae career. 
Olb aboM oib ewBiAc willMNg tad ! 
Gbde in ciiciti wiffaoMt endi cndosedf 
WhadwitUn wheel; &Hkiel, UkelofUM!* 
Ui daoe, it eeeot a TitioD or a dveem ; Vt§ 

ThoBgliieai, w« Wbov to beBefe it tma ! 
"What inn)liition ! What extent! What swanM 
Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! ImmenMlj great ! 
Immensely dstant from each other's spheres ! [roO? 
What, then, the wondrous space throi^ which thaj 
At once it quite ingalfr all human thought; 1106 
*Tis compi«hensian'8 absolute defeat. 

Nor think Iboa aeest a wild disorder here : 
Tliroagh this illustrious chaos to the sight. 
Arrangement neat, and chastest order, reign. 1110 

\ The path prescribed, inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the lawless sallies of maiddnd. 
Worids, ever thwarting, never interfere: 
What knots are tied ! How soon are they dissolfedi 
And set the seeming married plabets hee ! 1115 
y- ^They rove for ever, withoat error rove ; 

'' Confusion nnconfused ! nor less admire 
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This tumult nntumultuous ; all on win^ ! 

In motioD, all ! yet what profound repose ! 

"What fervid action, yet no noise .' as awed 11S0 

To silence by tiie presence of their Lord; 

Or hush*d, by His command, in love to maii» 

And bid let &U soft beams on hnman reit» 

Restless themselves. On yon cerulean fhmf 

In eznltation to their God, and thine, IVHB 

They dance, they sing eternal jubilee. 

Eternal celebration of His praise. 

But, since their song arrives not at our ear. 

Their dance perplexM exhibits to the sight 

Fair hieroglyphic ^f His peerless pow*r. llSi 

Mark how the labynnthian tarns they take, 

The circles intricate, and mystic maxe. 

Weave the gprand cipher of Omnipotence ; 

To gods, how great ! how legible Id man ! 

Leaves so much wonder greater wonder still ? 
Where are the pillars that support the skies ? 119S 
What more than Atlantean shoulder props 
Th* incumbent load f What magic, what strange ar(« 
In fluid air these ponderous orbs sustains f 
Who would not think them hung in golden chntm ?— 
And so they are ; in the hi|^ will ifBmv% 
Which fixes aU; makes adamant of air, 1141 

Or air of adamant; makes all of nought, 
Or nought of all; if such the dread decree. 

Imagine from dieir deep faidations torn 114S 
The most gigantic sons of certh, the broed 
And tow*ring Alps, all tost into the sea; 
And, light as down, or volatile as air* 
Their bulks enonnous, dancing on the wafM^ 
In time and measure exquisite ; while all IIM 

The winds, in emulation of the spheres, 
T]|ae their sooorooi ioitniiiMBte akft* 
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The conceit fffellf end aaknle tbe b»B 
Would tUfappewamn«? What, tfaMi, mrUi, 
LiafiurthiBiiHrelenMiitMftada^d, ItU 

And actiqs Ibe Mmie part, with gnmer ridOv 
More wffid i i yemen t, and far nobtot q»jb> 

Move ^hriont ends to paa%-^aM not dme ilui 
ns teals iaijasticY proad imperial Ihwci, ' 
€!■ which angelic delegates of haavVi, llH 

At certain periodii at the Sov'idgn aodt, 
Pucfaaige'h^^ tmttt of yenyeanca^ Of of waa^ 
To clothBy in outward giandeory graad datig% 
And acta mott totenitt ttill mora tolamiifaal 

Ye dtiiens of air ! what ardent thankt^ 1118 
What full efieaion of the gratrfol heart. 
It due (ram man,^ indolged in toch a tight ! 
A tight so noble ! and a tigfat to kind ! 
It dropt new tmlfaa at ev^ij new tsmf ! 
Feels not Loremo tomethmg stir within, 1110 

That sweeps away all period ? As these qiheres 
Measare duration, they no less inspire 
The godlike hope of ages without end. 
The boundless space, thro* which these rovert tdbs 
Their restless roam, suggests the sbter thought 
Of boundless time. Thus, by kind nature's skill. 
To man unlabour'd, that important guest, 1177 
Eternity, finds entrance at the sight : 
And an eternity, for man ordainM ; 
Or these his destined midnight counsellors. 
The stars, had never whisper*d it to man. 1181 
Nature informs, but ne*er insults, her sons. 
Could she then kindle the most ardent wish 
To disappoint it^ — ^That is blas|ihemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a second article, 118S 

Momentous, as th* ei^i^tence of a God, 
Is found ^as I «:on!cewe) w)MiatvNt\>) moi^Vv 
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And thou mayst read t!iy soul immortal, here. 

Here, Ihco^ Loreu^o, oo these gbrit^s dwell ; 
Nor want th^> g)i% iUuniinaUid roof, 1190 

That calU Die wretched gay to dark delights. 
Assnrablics ! — this is one divinely bright ; 
Here, UQendatigiDrfid in health, health, or fame, 
RAxigCf through tho fidrest* and the Sultan* ^corii- 
He, wise as thou, no crescent hold* ao foir, 1195 
A A that, which on his turban anres a world { 
And tliinki the moou Is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain moro than worlds coA givei 
A mind superior to the channE of pow^r. 
Thou muffled in delusions of Lhi«i life f 1200 

Can yonder moon turn ocean in bis btcl^ 
From fide to «idc, In conftant ebb aJid flow. 
And purify from itench bii wat'ry re&ittiji ? 
And faiU her moral influence ? WanU^e powV 
To turti Lorenio^s stubborn tide of thought 120& 
From stagnating on earth's infc^ited «hure. 
And purge from nuisance his corrupted heart? 
Faila ber attraction, when it drowiD to heav*n ? 
Nay, and to whftt tliou vahie^t more;, earth's joy? 
Mindst elevate, and panting; for un3«en* 1210 

And defecate from acnse, alone obtain 
J*^u|l relish of existcncrc ondeflower'd, 
Th« lite of life, the lest of worldly bli»«. 
Al! elae on earth amounts — to what ? To ihis: 
* Bad to be safier^d; ble&sings to be left ;^ 1215 

Earth's richest invtinCory boafiii no ;«ore. 

Of higher dceuei be then the call obeyed. 
O let me ga*c ? — Of gaiing there's no end. 
O let me think I^Thought too is wilderM here ; 
Itt mid-way flight imaginaUon tir«« \ 12^ 
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Yrt won l ip iMm iwr wiig to wmt f»r» f 
Hmt pontoMbie to fotMw^or giitt }. . 
iipmtlhipkMiim! ■oprofaMdliMplMt 
A iMiKiMtr ^ wb$ro nHn and angrii BWit, 
btllMM»tinu«ft,niBsl»4Mffdi HidlM«r*i^ ' 
Hwr diit|fct Mtnt tf ttww ii oi m i riw i — ■ 1 * IM 
i»4iMMrt^ (njrt tht ns«,«) *«w«v» not abntd 
T^doiibt»irbMmf,nto«t«tnMHin*Bfairtk» . -^^ 
Ara jet ftrrivcd al tUi 90 Ictfiiign-WQcld ; 
Tlicmi^nodriDf ]Mtfn>rHMdas«hHri|ihk. • UN 
An eya of «r« and wwderklnMrollf. ^.^ 
AndioUfcraver: MrlMCWBMtiolAfllg^' :f- 
JntadiasooMf in mch u oceu wida 
Or<lMpaikiniil«n«it?wbaraaaiilb,ha^;lmfana«i 
Ave k)tt IB tiMir dtqNiMi ; and^vlinnv to isoaiift 
The thk:k<«)ifm (lories utliiifiald of lira, IW 
Perhape a tewfiCi ccunputatioD fiuk. 
Now, go, ambiUon ! boast thy bouodleM migfat - ■' 
In conqaest, o*er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenso calls for iQiraclei, 1M9 

To give his tott*ring &ith a solid base. 
Why call ibr less than is already thine ? 
Thoa art no novice in theology; 
What is a miracle ? — ^^is a reproach, 
'Tis an implicit satire, on mankind ; 124S», 

And while it satisfies, it censures toa 
To coounoQ sense, great nature^s courie prodaian 
A Deity r when mankind falls asleep, 
A miracle is sen^ as an alarm ; 
To wake the world, and prove Him o*er again, 
]Siy recent argument, but not mora strcMi^. 1251 
S^, which imports more plenitude of pow'r, 
Or nature^a laws to fix, or to repeal? 

* H^igtvuus. 
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To make a auii» or atop his mui career? 
To count* rmtiiid his ortlei^t and vmd back 
The Aajning coun*?r to the frighted past, 1268 

Warm'd, uid aatooi^hM^ at h» evening: roj f 
Or Nd the n»oon, af with her journey tired) 
In Ajaloo's soft flowVjr vide repoac ? 
Great Ihinfrs ■« the§c ; iliU greater, to creale. 1260 
Fmm Adnin'^^ bow'r look dowt (hro^ the whole traioi 
Of mimcles ;^refistJess is their pow'r ? 
They do not, cannot, more ainaze the mindi 
Than thii, calfd atumracuktus sunreyf 
If duly w<!ig(i*dt if retiofiallr seen, 1^65 

Ifsenn with human eyes. The hmte, indeed, 
Se«9 nou^t but ipanglei here ; the fool, no more. 
Say*at thou, * The coarse of imtmre gwerns all ?^ 
The course of nature ia the art of God. 
Tlie miracles thou calPst for, diis attMt ; 1270 

'w say, could nature nature's course control ? 
But, nii faciei apart, who »ees Him not, 
iture^fl controller, author, guide, and end f 
Who turns his eye on ntiturr?** midni;i^it f.ic*»» 
But must inquire — * WTial band l>ehuid tlie scetie^ 
What artii almighty, piil those wheelings globes 
lb motion, and wound up (he v««t machinv ? 1277 
Who Foumkd in hia palm theae sparioun orbs ^ 
IVho bowPd liieni dajning' thro* the dark profound, 
Num^rout as glittering gcm« of morning deWt 
Or itpurks from poptiloai cities in n blaze, 1281 

And set tlie bosom of oJd night on fire ? 
Peopled her desert, and made? horror amile f 
Or, if the military rtyle doh>ht« thee, 
(For stara have fought ihf'ir l>attltifl,leaji:uf>d with man) 
*■ V\lio manhali this bright liort? enrolln tlieir natnei f 
AppoiiilA their poiiil, their mflreho9f ntid ftf.'tucni^, 
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Though mtervolved, exnrt ; ajid pointixig^ oxd 
Life's rapid and irrRvorjihle fligh^^ 
T/Vitlj such an IndfTi fyir, as none rjin tniBJ^ 
ho lifts on rye, nor slcrpi till hm cloae<L 
*fin ininp eje, dread Deity J to Mtid 
ic Incit doctrine of thy works ; la si^<» 
liiiug^ as they are, unallerM through ibe glaS! 
iTOf worldly wisiica. Time' Elemity! 
(*Ti* the-Ae fniBm«4Suredi rnin atl mankind) 
i>est ihtm befura tne; let im^ lay thcni l»oth 
In ei{Ual scdfs, «tad learn tlieir varioos weight 
Let time appear a monieut, as it is i 1335 

And let et«iitiJty*9 fuil orb, at once, 
um oti my *otjl, and strike it info heftv'ii. 
fhen ihall 1 we far more thaa chumu me now ? 
on creation -9 model in Thy bieasl 
tJoveiPd, nor wonder at the transcnpt more f 1340 
WhiiO, this vilCf foreign dupt, which sinr.thcrs all 
That tmvrl cartli's deep vale, shaU I shake oflf? 
When shall my stonl ber incarnaLioci quit, 
Andj re'ttdoptod to ihy blest «mbracci 
ObL'iin her apotheosis in Thee ? 1345 

Dost ihiaki Lorenzo, this is wniid'riti^ wide f 
o, *tii directly f trikinj^ at iht mark : 
o wake thy dead devotion, was mj point ; 
And liow I bleats night** consecrating shaded, 
Which to & temple turn an aniverso ; 
Fill OS with great ideas, fuil of hefav^ni 
,nd antidote the pestilential eardi ! 

ev'ry stortn, that either frowTia, ox falls, 
(Vhat an asylum has the soul in pray V ! 
And what a fane i« this, in which ia pray [ 
And what a God roust dweil iu such a fa/ie I 
O what a geiiiufi must inform tlic »kies ! 
And i» Ixu c*ii2o*8 salaoiandet-^tikrl 
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Cold, and nntonchM, amid these sacred fires ? 
O ye noctiunal sparks ! Ye glowing embers, 1969^ 
On heavVs broad hearth ! who bum, or bum nomort'l^ 
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah^s breath '^ ' 
Or blows you, or forbears ; assist my song; 
Poar jTOor whole influence ; exorcise his heart. 
So kng possessM ; and bring him back to man. 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer still f 1366 

Pride in thy parts provokes thee to contest 
Truths, which, contested, put thy parts to shame. 
Nor shame they more Lorenzo's head than heart; 
A £flm|kheart, how despicably small ! 1370 

Too strait; aught great or gen*roas to receire ! , 

^'iird with an atom ! fill'd, and foul*d, with self! 

"lii^nd self mistaken ; self, that lasts an hour ! 

* Instincts, and passion^oQthe nobler kind. 
Lie suffocated'lhere ; oristy alone, 1375 

Reason apart, would wake high hope; and open. 
To ravish'd thought^j^t intellectual sphere. 
Where order, wisdoal^{4||nis, providence. 
Their endless miracles of lovMj^splay, 
And promise all the truly greiQ|esire. 1380 

The mind that would be happy, mqtt be great; 
Great, in its wishes; great, in itliHFeys^ ,. 
Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 
Push out its corrugate, expansive make. 
Which, ere long, more than planets shall embrace. 
A man of compass makes a man of worth : 1386 
Divine contemplate, and become divine. 

As man was made for glory, and for bliss, 
All littleness is an approach to wo : 
Open thy bosom, set thy wishes wide, 1390 

And let in manhood ; let in happiness ; 
Admit the boundless lYveeiVt^i o^ thought 
from nothing, np \o Uod\ vi\A.^Ts»2eA:& ^t 
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Take God from nature, nothing great is left ; 
Man*9 mind is in a pit, and nothing sees; 1395 

Man^s hcatt ig in a jakes, and loves Ibc mire. 
Emerge from thy profound ; erect thine eye ; • 
Sec thy distress ! Hovr close aK thoo besieged ! 
Besieged by natmre, the prood'Kcptic^s ke ! 
Enclosed by these innnmen^e worldt, 1400 

Sparkling conviction uuViu aurkest anndy 
As in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, sure captive of beGef ! 
From this thy blest captivity, what art, 
\Vhat blasphemy to reason, sets thee free ! 140S 
This scene is HeavVs indulgent violence. 
Canst thou bear np against this tide of glory .' 
What is etrth, bosom'd in these ambient orbs. 
But, faith hi God imposed, and preasM oa man? 
T)ar\t thou still litigate thy desp'rate cause, 1410 
Spile of these numerous, awfiil witnesses^ 
And doubt the deposition of the skies .^ 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin ! 

Laborious f *tis impracticable quite ; 
To sink beyond a doubt, in this debate, 1415 

With all his weight of wisdom, and of will. 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 
Some wish they did ; but no man disbelievet. 
God is a sfMrit ; spirit cannot strike 
These gross, material organs : God by man 1490 
As much is seen, as man a God can see. 
In these astonishing exploits of power. 
What order, beauty, motion, distance, size ! 
Conceition of design, how exquisite ! 
How complicate, in their divine police ! 1425 

Apt means ! great ends ! consent to general good.' — 
Each attribute of these material gods, 
So loog (and that with spedooA ^Xe^*^ «Aote9^ 
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A sepftrfttOheonqqevt guiiis o'er rebel fhaaght; 
And leadi ia triurapb the w hd e miud of naa. 1430 

Lorenzo, this may seem I»araiiw;ue to thee; 
Sii«h «U u apt to sccjn, tbat tliwarU our will. 
And doit tfioa, then, dennand a aim.(>k proof 
Of this great mik^ter- moral of the skictt 
UnakiU'd, or di§iiidined, to re«d it there > 1435 

Sinoe *tia the bttMiSf and nil drap& witlmut it. 
Tike it, in one compaLl, mibrokeji chaiu, 
SSoch proof iruJsti on an attentive ear; 
'Twill not mike one amid a mob of thoughts, 
JUid, ibr thy aatice, itru^lc with the world. 1440 
Retire ^-the world wbni oat ;— thy tbonghti call 

home;^ i* 
ImagiiiELtJcjti^fl tdty wm^ repress;—— 
Lock tip thy setistH i*-lel no pftiaicm stir ; — 
Wake all to reason ;— kt her reign alotie ;^ 
Then, in ihy jHJuiV (kep sJbnco, and thos depth 1445 
Of nature's eileace, midoigh^ tbui inquire, 
Aa I hare done and shall inquire no more. 
Jn natufc^j! chanmlf thiLd the qucfittoiu ron 

Whntam andfromwhence?—! nothing; know. 
But that 1 am andj since I am, conclude 1450 

Something tstema! had there e'er Jjcen nought. 
Nought still had htvti tlernal there mast bfe. — 
But what eternal ?— why not htimsn race ? 
And Ad»un'fl iinwstors vvitboul an end ? — 
That** hiird tg be conceived since every link 1455 
Of ihiit long izhiiin'd &ucct*!>i^ii h so rail 
Cnn f V pn- piirt depend, and not the whole ? 
Yet grant it true ; new difficulties rise ; 
Fin still quite out at sea ; nor see the shore. 
Whence earth, and these bright orbs ? — eternal too? 
Grant matter was tlen\«L\\ %\iVV tl\e8c orbs 1461 

IV&uId want spmuoV^i^v U\ia.«"t-Ha»xO«x j^ivga. 
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Is seen ia ftil their motions, all tlieir makes : 
Desii^ implies intelligence, and art : 1464 

That canU be from themselves— or man; that art 
Man scarce can comprehend, coukl man bestow? 
And uothii^ greater, yet allovr*d, than man.— 
Who, motion, foreign to the smallest grain. 
Shot through vast maseea of eoonnoiM weight? 
Who bid brute matter's restive lump assume 1470 
Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 
Has matter innate motion ? Then each atom, 
Asserting its indisputable right 
To dance, would form an universe of doit 14T4 
Has matter none ? Then whence these gkmoof fomt 
And boimdless flights, from shapeless, and reposed? 
Has matter more than motion ? Has it thought. 
Judgment, and genius ? Ia- it deeply leam'd 
In mathematics f Has it framed such laws, 
iVhich, but to guessf a Newton made immortal?— 
If so, how each ss^e atom laughs at ne, 1481 

TV ho think a clod inferior to a man ! 
If art, to form; and counsel, to conduct; 
And that with greater for, than human skill; 
Resides not in each block; — a Godhead leigns. — 
Grant, then, im'isible, eternal, Mind; 148S 

That granted, all is solved.— But, granting that. 
Draw 1 not o'er me a still darker cloud? 
Grant I not that which I can ne*er conceive? 
A being without origin, or end !— 1490 

Hail, human liberty ! There is no God — 
Yet, why ? On either scheme that knot subsists ; 
Subsist it must, in God, or human race ; 
If in the last, how many knots beside. 
Indissoluble all ?— Why choose it there, 1495 

Where, chosen, still subsist ten thousand mote? 
Reject it, where, that cboBen, iVV i)^ tei^ 
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Dispersed, Wave reasoa^a whole boriioo dear? 
This is Dot rcatoa*« dictate : QpaMa aayt, 1499 

Close with the side where one grain turns the icak. 
What vast prepoDderance is here ! Can reason 
With louder voice exclaim — ^Believe a God? 
And reason heard, is the sole mark of man. 
y\hat tfiings impossible must man think troe, 
Ob any ottker system ! and, bow strange tSQB 

To disbelieve, through mere credulity !* 

If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw, 
Ijet it for ever bind him to belieil 
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds? 
And, if a God there is, that God how great! 15X0 
How great that Power, whose providential care 
Through these bright orbs* dark centres daitB a iiy ! 
Of nature nniversal threads the whole ! 
And hangs creation, like a precioos gem. 
Though little, on the footstool of his thraoe ! 1515 

That little gem, how large ! A weight let fidl 
From a fixM star, in ages can it reach 
This distant earth? Saj, then, Lorenzo! where. 
Where ends this mighty building ? Where begin 
The suburbs of creation ? Wliere the wall, 1520 
Whose battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of nonexistence f Nothiog's strange abode ! 
Say, at what point of space Jehovah dropp*d 
His slacken^ line, and laid his balance by; 
Weighed worlds, and measured infinite, no more? 
Where rears his tenninatiog pillar high 1526 

Its extramundane head? and says, to gods. 
In characters illustrious as the sun. 

Island, the plants proud period ; Ipronavnce 
The work accom^Ush^d ,• <Ae creation, closttd : 1530 
JS/lOUtf all yt gods ! TU)r sKout^ tjt goda admvit ; 
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Of all that livesy or^ if devoid of life, [sauml ! 
That rests, orrottsy ye heights, and depths, re- 
Resound! resound! ye depths, and heights, re* 



Hard aie tiio§e qoestioiu?— Answer harder stili. 
Is this the sole exploit, the single birtfi, 1536 

The solitaiy son, of Power Divine? 
Or has th* Almif^ty Father, with a breath, 
Impregnated the womb of distant space? 
Has He not bid, in various provinces, 154d 

Brother-creations the dark bowels barit 
Of night primeval ; barren, now, no more f 
And He the central sun, transpiercing all 
Those giant-generations, which disport. 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian raj ; 1545 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abiori>*d, 
In that abyss of horror, whence ihey sprong; 
While Chios triumphs, reposses^d of all 
Rival creation ravished from his throne? 
Chaos ! of nature both the womb, and ffrwe ! 1550 

Think^st thou my scheme, Lorenzo, spreads too 
Is this extravagant ?— No ; this is just ; [wide f 

Just, in conjecture, though twere &lse in het 
If *tis an error, *tis an error sprang 1554 

From noble root, high thought of the Most High. 
But wherefore error ? Who can prove it sudi ?— 
He that can set Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man conceive beyond what God can do? 
Nothing, but quite impossible, is hard. 
He summons into being, with like ease, 1560 

A whole creation, and a single grain. 
i*peaks he the word ? a thousand worlds are bom !-^ 
A thousand worlds ? there^s !^ce for millions mote \ 
Apd in what space can his ^reut jiat {«ji\? 
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Cobdcnm me not, cold critic ! bat iadalge 1565 

The wann imaginatkn : why condemn ? 

Whj not indulge saeh thouglits, as swell our hearti 

Wi^ fuller admiration of that Power, [swell .* 

Who gives oar hearts with such high thoughts to 

Wbj not indulge in His augmented praise ? 1570 

Darts not His gloiy a still brighter ray. 

The less is left to Chaos, and the realms 

Of hideous N^t, where ftncy strays aghast ; j 

And, though most talkative, makes no report? 

Still seems my thought enormous? Think again ;^ 
Experience *seijf shall aid diy lame belied 157fi 

Glasses (that revelation to the sight !) 
Have they not led us deep in the disclose 
Of fine-spun nature, exquisitely small ; 
And, though demonstrated, still ill conceived? 1580 
If, then, on the reverse, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poise ? 
Defect alone can err on such a theme : 
What is too great, if we the Cause survey ? 158xT 
Stupendous Architect ! Thou, Thou art all! 
My soul flies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds herself but at the centre still ! 
I AM, thy name ! Existence, all thine own ! 
Creation's nothing ; flatter'd much, if styled 1590 
* The thin, the fleeting atmosphere of Gk)d.* 

O for the voice — of what ? of whom? — Wliat voice 
Can answer to my wants, in such ascent. 
As dares to deem one imiversc too small ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now fancy glows, 150j 

Fired in the vortex of Almighty Power) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 
Of universal nalvite, ?^<^ ?i s^vcck, 
Lik« fair BrUauiaV^ \u owT\\VNX*iV^\ 
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Exceeding fair, and glorious for its size, 1600 

But, elsewhere, far outmeasured, far outshone ? 
la fancy (for the &ct beyond us lies,) 
Can«t tboQ not figure it, an ule, almost 
Too small for aotioe, in die vast of being; 
Sever'd by mighty teas of unbuilt space 10OS 

From other realms; from ample contments 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Less northern, less remote from Deity, 
' Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme ; . 

Where souls in excellence make haste, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait I6II 
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods ? 

Yet why drown foncy in such depths as these ? 
Return, presumptuous rover ! and confess 
The bounds of man; nor blame them, as too small. 
Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen ? 161€ 

Full ample the dominions of the sun ! 
Full glorious to behold! How ftr, how wide. 
The matchless monarch, from his flaming throne. 
Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him, 1699 
Farther, and faster, than a thought can fly. 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires * 
This Heliopolis, by greater for. 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built ; 
And He alone, who built it, can destroy. 1625 

Beyond this city, why strays human thought? 
One wondexful, enough for man to know ! 
One infinite, enough for man to range ! 
One firmament, enough for man to read ! 
O what voluminous instruction here ! 1090 

What page of wisdom is denied him f None ; 
If learning his chief lesson makes him wise. 
Nor is instruction, here, our only gain ; 
There dwells a coble pathos in the flSunu 
24 
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WUch wanni oar i»MkMii, piOMljtes flar haute. 
HWeloqii«BflyAjiiM4eglqiTOgpole! MSf 
WHh wb&t antlMii^ it giret iti chug*, 
Bemooitritiaf great Cnidts ifl^ilylB ad^im^ 
llioQgfa lOeBt, kmd! heundeu^uoaiid; abaM 
llnplaiielilMaid; indnotimheudBlieU: 16111 
Hen tee her. wonder, tibougfa too proud to pcuMu 
If eardi, tiben, more infenMa ? Htti die thnee, 
ifn» neitfaer praiM (Lon^so !) nor admiM? 

^LcMrenzoV admifatioD, pre-engaged, 
NVaraik'dtbemooaoDeqaeitiQBiBefvrlidd 1641 
liaait correapondence with a MBgie elar; 
Ne*er rear'd an altar to the quean of heay«i 
Walkinv in bri|^tnen; cfr her tnin adored. 
Their sublanaxy rivals have loqg «Doe 
EngrowM his wbde devotion; stare maligB» 1666 
YHiich made their fond astronomer, mn mad ; 
Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart ; 
Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace 
To momentaiy madness, call*d Delight : 
Idolater, more gross than ever kissed 1665 

The lifted hand to Luna, or poar'd out 
The blood to Jove !— O THOU, to whom bekx^ 
All sacrifice! O thou Great Jove unfeigned ! 
Divine Instructor ! thy first volume, this, 
For man's perusal ; all in capitals I 1660 

In moon, and stars (heaven's golden alphabet !) 
Emblazed to seize the sight; who runs may read; 
Who reads, can understand. 'Tis nnconfiiaed 
To Christian land, or Jewiy ; fairly writ, 
In language universal, to mankind : 1665 

A language, lofty to the leam'd; yet plain 
To those that feed die flock, or guide the pIo«|^ 
Or, from its husk, strike out the bounding grain. 
A langtiB^) wotWvj lOaR Ox«ax^vcA>^v\ «^«kf ! 
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Preface, and comment, to the sacred page ! 1670 
Which oft refers its reader to the skies, 
As presupposing his first lesson there, 
And Scripture *self a fragment, that unread. 
Stupendous book of wisdom, to the wise ! 
Stupendous book! and openM, Night ! by thee. 1675 

By thee much opened, I confess, O N%fat I 
Yet more I wish ; but how shall I prevail ! 
Say, gentle Night ! whose modest, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and present 
The world's great picture softenM to the sight ; 16S0 
Nay, kinder far, fer more indulgent still, 
Say, thou, whose mild dominion's silver key 
Unlocks our hemisphere, and sets to view 
Worlds beyond number ; worlds concealM by day, 
Behind the proud and envious star of noon ! 1685 
Canst thou not draw a deeper scene ? — and shew 
The mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
These rich regalia, pompously displayM 
To kindle that high hope? Like him of Uz,* 
I gaze around ; I search on eveiy side — 1690 

O for a glimpse of Him my soul adores! 
As the chased hart, amid the desert waste. 
Pants for the living stream ; for Him who made her. 
So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys. Say, goddess ! where ? 1695 
Where, blazes His bright court? Where boms His 

throne? 
Thou know'st; for thou art near Him; by thee, round 
His grand pavilion, sacred £une reports 
The sable curtain drawn. If not, can n<me 
Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing, 1700 
Who travel far, discover where He dwells ? 

■ ■■ — — ■ » . I / n 

* Job. 
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A alur Oil dweUia^ poiated oat btloir.* 

* T6 PlMndet ! Aictm! MMWodki 
And tfMm, Qrif»!f (/itiU kMnr «)!«! 
Sayye,wh»g«idslbiwildai^da11iew«ff(i% IMS 
And biii« dMm <Mt of tenpitt iaiD port ! 
Ob wUch faMd imat I btad Bif oow» to iad Hfaif 
l^en ecMivtMn keep te MMnC of tMr King; 
I wake wbole n%fa<a» Mi VHi, to itoel it Mm Abml 
Iwafce;«id,wriniy>idiad>Ni^y>»dhrttnh, 

' FnmiphexetoipbBie;^fleptbjnitamel 1711 
Formao*! Mcent; ■tonoe totoamti—deidi 
To tempt bii «fe, ead iid Wt tonrariif Ihomht; 
Tm a eivifee et die fiMt soal of afl. 

In ardent cwtwiphtinh*! lapjd <M^ ITll 

FvoBi earth, ai from Hgr bankr* iwt oat 
Boir swift I laawit ! Dininiili*d endi reoadH; 
I paM ^ moon; and, from her fitilher tide. 
Pierce heaven^s blue curtain ; •trike into remote; 
Where, with his lifted tube, the subtile saga 1720 
His artificial, airy journey takes. 
And to celestial lengthens human sight 
I pause at erery pladet on my road. 
And ask for Him who gives their orbs to roll. 
Their foreheads fiur to shine. From Satnm*s ring, 
In which, of earths an army might be lost, 17S6 
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 
Amid those sovereign glories of tfie dciea. 
Of independent, native lustre proud ; 
The souls of systems ! and the lords of life, 1730 
Through their wide empires!— What.behold I now? 
A wilderness of wonders burning round ; 

» MaWuw,ii% 

f JWima qf ihM wnrol cangUliatiom ^ ik/t 
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Wliere Imr^er suns iJiLibit hip;her spH^^rei; 

PerhapH the vUIas of de-^cnnding gcds J 

Nor haJl t here ; my trsil is but bepmi 1735 

'TIa hut the Uirei^hoht of the Wity ; 

Oft fnr henf'fltli it, I am grfovelling still- 

Nftf i-! it slraitgo ^ I bulk on a mi^tnkq f 

Th^ grandeur of his works, wb*5nre folly enught 

Far aid^ lo rrason siits hi* g^lory higher; 1740 

Who built thu4 high for wonns (rr^fe worms to Him ;) 

O wrberfii Lorenxol rnnst the Builder thtt?ll ? 

Pause, then ;; and, for a mnment^ here respire^ — 
If huma/i thoui^^ht cnn keep it* BtfttioD here. 
Whprc" am I ?— Where is eartJi ?— IVay^wht^re art lltfiu^ 
O tun ? — I* the sun turn*d recTuH! ? — And are 174t; 
His boasted eitpedicion* short lo mine ?— 
To mine, how short ! Oi nature** Alps I ftandi 
And see a thousand firmament*^ hencalh f 
A thousand *j*trm?t, nsi n thousand grains * 1750 
So much a stranger, and bo lute arrived, 
How cfui man** ctirimis spirit not inquire, 
What are the nativrs of this world sublime, 
Of tikis so fureiOT, unt^rres trial sphere, 
Wh^re mortal, untranslated, never "tray VI i* 1755 

• O yf, as distant from rnj liltk home, 
As «vifteat j$un-br-ams in an age turn fly t 
Far from my native i^lemf nt I mam» 
In qitfist of new, and wottdcrful, to mnn. 
What prfjvincc thifl, of Hi* immense d<imt)inr 1760 
Whom all olx-y ? Or mortals hfrc, or i^^? 
Ve borderers on th« ronil of bliss! wh:^l arc you ? 
A cftlony from heaven? Or, only m»»ed, 
By frw^qpnt visit from bo oven's neidihouring^ renhiit, 
To seoontUry god'', and hr^lf di\ine? — 1765 

Whrtte'er your nature, tlus h past dfj^pute. 
Far otJjor life you live, far olhcT Ioth^w'a 

y^f ! t 
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You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 

Than man. How various are the works of God ! 

But saj, What thought? Is reason here enthroned, 

And absolute? or sense in arms against her? 

Have you two lights ? Or need yon no revealM ? 

Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? 1 773 

And had your Eden an abstemions Eve? 

Our Eve\s fair daughters prove their pedigree. 

And ask their Adams — * Who would not be wise?* 

Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem*d? 1777 

And if redeemed— is yonr Redeemer acom*d ? 

Is this your final residence? If not, 

Chauge you your scene, translated? or by death? 

And if by death, what death? — ^Know you disease? 

Or horrid war ? — ^With war, this fatal hour, 1782 

Europa groans (so call we a small field, 

Wliorc kings run mad.) In our world, death deputes 

Intcmptjrance to do the work of age ; 1785 

And, hanging up the quiver nature gave him. 

As slow of execution, for despatch 

Sends forth imperial butchera; bids them slay 

Their shocp (the silly sheep they fleeced before,) 

And toss liim twice ten thousand at a meal. 1790 

Sit all your executioners on thrones? 

With you, can rage for plunder make a god? 

And l)loodshed wash out ev'ry other staiu ? — 

l?ut you, p<^rhaps, canU bleed : from matter gross 

Your spirits clean, are delicately clad 1795 

In /ine-spun t ther, privileged to soar, 

I '^nlosulcd, uninfected; how unlike 

The lot of man ! How few of human race 

By their own mud unmurder*d ! How we wage 

Sc'.f-war eternal I — Is your painful day 1800 

Of hardy couftvcl o'et ? or, are you still 

Raw caiuMalea aV "y:\\oo\"t Kxv^\vttNe.>j<3Q,'CMswi 
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Who disaffect reversions, as with us? — 
Bat what are we ? You never heard of man ; 
Or earth ; the bedlam of the universe ! 1806 

Where reason (andiseased with joa) rung mad, 
And nurses Folly** €hildien as her own ; 
. Fondoftfaelbiikflt In dia sacred mount 
Of hoUnBM, where >ea8on is pronounced 
Intallible;'uid thunders, like a god ; 181(1 

E*en there, bj saints, the demons are outdone ; 
What these think wrongs, our saints refine to right ; 
And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts : 
Satan, instructed, o*er their morals smiles.— 
But this, how strange to you, who know not man ! 
Has die least rumour of our race arrived ? 1816 
Caird here Elijah» in his flaming car ?* 
Past by you Hke goodEooch,t on his road 
To those fidr fields, whence LnciiiBr was hnri'd ; 
Who bmsh'dy perhaps, your sphere in his descent, ^ 
StainM your pure crystal ether, or let iall 1821 
A short eclipse from his portentous shade ? 
O, that that fiend had lodged 09 some broad orb 
Athwart his way; nor reached his present home. 
Then blackened earth with footsteps foulM in hell. 
Nor washed in ocean, as from Rome he past 1^ 
To Britain** isle ; too, too conspicuous there !* 

But this is all digression. Where is He, 
That o*er beav V» battlements the fiekxi hurPd 
To groans, and chains, and darkness ? Where is He, 
Who sees creation*! summit in a vale? ' 1831. 

He, whom, while roan is man, he can't bat seek ; 
Aud if be finds, commences more than man? 
O for a telescope His throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam*d on earth, or blest above ! 1835 

• 2 Kin^t ". 11. A OwvMW^'i.'IA. 
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Ye searching, ye Newtonian angels — tell, 
Where your great Master's orb ? His planets where f 
Those conscious satellites, those morning stars, 
First'bom of Deify I from central love, 
By veneration most profound, thrown off; 1Z40 

By sweet attraction, no less strongly drawn ; 
Awed, and yet raptured ; raptui^, yet serene ; 
Ptat thought illustrious, but with borrow'^ beams; 
In still approaching circles, still remote, 
Revolvii^ round the sun*s eternal Sire ? 184S 

Or sent, in lines direct, on embassies 
To nations — ^in what latitude ? — ^Beyond 
Terrestrial thought's horizon ! — And on what 
High errands sent ? — Here human effort ends ; 
And leaves m6 still a stranger to His throne. 1850 

Full well it might ! I quite mistook my road ; 
Bom in an age, more curious than devout ; 
More fond to fix the place of heaven, or hell. 
Than studious this to shun, or that secure. 
'Tis not the curious, but the pious path, 1855 

That leads me to my point : Lorenzo ! know, 
Without or star, or angel, for their guide. 
Who worship God, shall find him. Humble love, 
And not proud reason, keeps the door of heaven ; 
Love finds admission, where proud science fails. 
Man's science is the culture of his heart ; 1861 

And not to lose his plummet in the depths 
Of nature, or the more profound of God. 
Either to know, is an attempt that sets 
The wisest on a level with the fool. 1865 

To fathom natnre, (ill attempted here !) 
Past doubt, is deep philosophy above ; 
Higher degrees in bliss archangels take, 
As deeper karrf A V \X\«i dw;^%\., W.?i.rning still. 
For, what a tlvuivdet o^ Orravv^V-iw^^ V^-jj^ 
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(So might I dare to speak) is seen in all! 
In man ! in earth ! in more amazing skies ! 

Teaching this lesson, pride is loth to leam 

* Not deeply to discern, not much to know; 
Biankind was bora to wonder, and adore.' 1875l 

And is there cause kr higher wonder still, 
Than that which itnick us from our past surveys ? 
Yes ; and for deeper adoration toa 
From my late airy travel unconfined. 
Have I leamM nothing? — ^Yes, Lorenio; this ; 1880 
Each of these stars is a religious house ; 
t saw their altars smoke, their incense rise ; 
And heard hosannas ring through every sphere, 
A seminary fraught with future gods, 
ffatnre, all o*er, is Consecrated gpround, 1885 

Teeming with growths immortal, and divine. 
The great Propnetor's all-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing waste ; but sows these fiery fields 
With seeds of reason, which to virtues rise 
Beneath his genial ray ; and, if escaped, 1890 

The pestilential blasts of stubborn will. 
When grown mature, are gathered for &e skies. 
And is devotion thought too much on earth* 
When beings, so superior, homage boast. 
And triunqih io prostrations to the Throne P 1895 

But wherefore more of planets, or of stars ? 
Ethereal journeys, and, discovered there, 
Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand ways devoat, ^ 
All nature sending incense to the Throne, 
Escept the bdd Lorenzos of our Sf^re f 1900 
Opening the solemn sources of my soul. 
Since I have ponr'd, like feign*d Eridanus, 
My flowing numbers o*er the flaming skies. 
Nor see, of fancy, or of fact, what more 
Invites the muse ^herc tura we, waA t«sVsw ASRK* 
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Obt pMt DocUunwl hn(iif<p> wmb :— owtt n^f 

Stjr, then, LonBi».( with wfant banc ef Imrit 

TiiBwholiB,ito«o>| W foty u igialy>tiibwgii^ 

Moft mn cifllHi^ adoriaSf aad agfautf 

,«OwhatftraoC.' O wkat a bamdi, iilnn! 191* 

OwhAtftFafber! whatainljr! 

Woildi! •ystemt! «ad entfoni S-*«id owliaHb 

Ib gob agglomentod dMter, iMmg. 

QnatVinel* oftllwe, onTlieetediiiterliMigli^ 

TI»fiIidckMt»r! ialbiteljiprMid 19^6 

In gkiwioi^ globflit witfi VBikoi bej^ frani^ ; 

ABdclriiiki(iieetenoiiiclr«qglit!) inDDorfiJ Sii. 

Ott ■inll'I njt (Ibr who cm wmj enoog^?) 

A conttelhtinn of ten thwwand ^tam, 

(ijid,0!offriirt^Kgqiw«i»!of» lail w«tf it !) UM 

Stt in one ngnet, flames on die f|giit hud 

Of Majesty Divine ! the blazing seal. 

That deeply stamps, on all-created mind. 

Indelible, his sovereign attributes, 

Omnipotence, and love ! that, passing boond ; 1925 

And this, surpassing that Nor stop we here. 

For want of power in God, but thooght in man, 

£*en this acknowledged, leaves us still in debt : 

If greater aught, that greater all is thine. 

Dread Sire !— Accept this miniature of Thee ; 193(1 

And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, 

In which archangels might have fail'd, nnblamed.* 

How such ideas of tb* Almighty's power. 
And such ideas of th* Almighty's plan, 
(Ideas not absurd,) distend the thought 1985 

Of feeble mortals ! Nor of them alone ! 
The fuhiess of the Deity breaks fordi 
In inconceivables (o men, and gods. 
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iTlunk, Ihen, O tiiink ! nor ever drop the (;bong;hl ; 
How loiv must tnnii dr*r»'rid, w heu %odrt lidort ! 1940 
clavr T notr then, accomplishVl inj prou J lx>ajst ? 
iDid I not tell Lhee, '■ Vitt would muuiiL, LorciunO ! 
fJLnd kindle our dcvoUon at the stars ?^ 

And have i fail'd? aod did 1 flatter thee? 
Ind art alJ adamant^ And dost conrutii 1945 

1.11 argedj with aae irrefrsig^ublc «mile f 
eazo! mirth how miserable here ? 
wear by the (stars, bj Him who made thom^ cweai-, 
hj hcaLit, henceforth, shall be as pure as they t 
hen thoU| litie them, shalt ^hioe^ like ihciiii stialt ri*e 
Trom low to lofty; from obscyre to bright; 1951 
|j du€ gT^aticxi, nature's sacred law. 
he ala«, from whence? — Ask Chaoo — Ive can lell. 
hese bright temptation b to idolatrjf 
Trom d(trkiit!^A, and confusion, took tboir birtht 19S5 
bns of dtjAjmiity I from fluid dre^ 
Tartarean, first they rose <o masses rude ; 
Kud then, to spheres opaque; then, dimly thoiie; 
"la^n briehtea'd ; then blazed out m perfect day. 
fatore dellg^hlB in progress; in advance 1960 

From worse to better : hut, when minds aaccnd, 

■ea*, in part, dependiS upon tliem§e!vea. 
heaven aid*i eiertitm ; grenter makes the ^at; 
vFhe voliuiUiry little lessens more. 

) be a man ! and thou ihalt b(; a god ! 196S 

Ind half self-made ! — Ambition how divine ! 
O thom, ambitious of diftg^race alone ! 
l3till utidevout? uukindled? — Thotiji^h high taught, 

chool'd by the skies, and pupil of the stars; 
"Hank coward to the fashtonuble world ? 1970 

Art thou ashamed to bend thy knee to Heaven? 
Cursed funnc of pride, exhaled from d^eppjt bell I 
Fkide in relijinn^ is ina(iS hiig^ffl pm««£. 
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Bent on destruction ! and in love with death ! 
Not all these luminaries, qnenchM at oooe, 1975 
IVere half so sad, as one benighted mind. 
Which gropes for happiness, and meets deqiair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimmering tapers, silent sits ! 
How sorrowfal, how desolate, she weeps 1900 

Perpetual dews, and saddens natnre*s scene ! 
A scene more sad sin makes the darkenM 8oal» 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one spark alive. 

Though blind of heart, still open is thine eye: 
Why such magnificence in all thoQ seest? 1985 

Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this» 
To tell the rational, who gazes on it — 
* Though that immensely great, still greater he. 
Whose breast capacious, can embrace, and lodge. 
Unburdened, nature's universal scheme ; 1990 

Can grasp creation with a single thought ; 
Creation grasp ; and not exclude its Sire' — 
To tell him farther — * It behoves him much 
To guard th* important, yet depending, fate 
Of being, brighter than a thousand suns : 1995 

One single ray of thought outshines them all.* 
And if man hears obedient, soon he'll soar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing. 
His purple wing bcdropp'd with eyes of gold. 
Rising, where thought is now denied to rise, 2000 
Look down triumphant on these dazzling spheres. 

Wliy then persist? — No mortal ever lived, 
But, dying, he pronounced (when words are true) 
The whole that charms thee, absolutely vain ; 
Vain, and far worss ! — Think thou, with dying men; 
O condescen'l to think as angels think ! 200C 

O tolcTftle H chance for happiness ! 
Our nature 4\iOa, '\\\ <:\tfiv<:«. wsMx«^*^^\jf^ 
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And hell had been, Uiough tliere had been no God. 
Dost thou not know, my new astronomer! 2010 
Earth, tumiog from ^ ran, brings night to man ? 
Man, tnroini; £roni hia God, brings endless night; 
Where thon canst lead no morala, find no friend, 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 2014 
Hoir deep the darkness ! and the groan, how load ! 
And fiir, bow far, Oram lambeot are'^ flames ! — 
Such is Lorenzo's purchase ! such his praise ! 
The proud, the politic Lorenzo's praise ! 
Though in his ear, and levell'd at his heart, 
I've half read o'er the volume of the skies. 2010 

For think not thou hast heard all this from me ; 
My song but echoes what great nature speaks. 
What has she spoken ? Thus the goddess spoke. 
Thus speaks for ever : — * Place at nature's head, 
A Sovereign, which o'er all things rolls his eye, 2035 
Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
But, above all, diffuses endless good: 
To whom, for sure redress, the wrong'd may fly ; 
The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, fi>r peace : 
By whom, the various tenants of these spheres, 2030 
Diversified in fortunes, place, and powers, 
Raised in enjoyment, as in worth they rise. 
Arrive at length (if worthy such approach) 
At that bless'd fountain-head, from which they stream; 
Where conflict past redoubles present joy ; 2035 
And present joy looks forward on increase ; 
And that, on more ; no period ! every step 
A double boon ! a promise, and a bliss.' 
How easy sits tins scheme on human hearts! 
It suits their make; it sooths their vast desires; 9M0 
Passion is pleased, and reason asks no more ; 
'Tis rational ! 'tis great !— But what is thine? 
It darkens ! shocks ! excruciatiM ! and oon&NSfi^^ 
25 ^ 



290 THE €X>NSOIATION. Nigbt IX 

LeaTM u quite naked, both of help, end hope, 
Sinking from bed to woiw; few yeen, the eport 9M& 
Of fbrtnne ; than, the monel of deepeir. 

Say, then, Loienio, (for thou kiKm*ft it well,) 
What* 8 vice ?— Mere went of compeat in our thought 
Religion, what ? — The proof of common aenae. 
How art dKm hooted, where the leaatpreraili! 2050 
la it nij fault, if these tnitha call thee feol f 
And thoa shall never be miacallM bj me. 
Can nd^r shame, nor tenor, atand thj firiend ? 
And art thoa still an insect in Hat mire? 
How, like tl^ guardian angel, have I floirn ; 2056 
SnatdiM thee fitwi earth ; escorted Ihee fluoagfa all 
Th* eAereal annies ; walk*d thee, like a god, 
Tluongh splendours of first magnitnde, arranged 
On either hand ; clouds dtfown beneatib ttiy feet ; 
Close cruised on the bright paradise of God; 9060 
And almost introduced thee to the Throne ! 
And art thou still carousing, for dsUgfat, 
Rank poison ; first, fermenting to mere firodi. 
And then subsiding into final gall f 
To beings of sublime, immortal make, 2065 

How shoc^king is all joy, whose end is sure ! 
Such joy, more shocking still, the more it charms! 
And dost thou choose what ends, ere well begun ; 
And infamous, as short ? And dost thou choose 
(Thou, to whose palate glory is so sweet) 2070 
To wade into perdition, through contempt. 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 
For I have prep'd into thy cover'd heart, 
And seen it blush l^eneath a l)oastrul brow ; 
For, by strong guilt^s most violent assault, 2075 
Conscience is but disabled, not dt'stroy'd. 

O thou most awful being, and most vain ! 
Thy will, how (Ta,\\\ \\ov« ^WW\v\'&\Vn v^wer! 
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hoQgh dread eternity }Ai sown her seed* 
lOf bJisfp Had wo> in thy despotic brea«t ; 20fl0 

|Thoogh heaven, and bell, depend upon thy dw«c« ; 
L butterfly comes 'croit, and both are fled. 
I thia the picture of a rational? 
lis horrid image, ihall it be most jast? 

) ! no : it cannot— ihaU notf be, 308S 

I \a force m reasoo ; oFf in Bounds, 
ICtuuited betieath Che glimpsea of the moon, 

L magic, at ibis planetary hour, 
ll/Vlien alumber locks the genera) lip, and dreami 
hrougb Bcnseleds mazes hunt souls umoq)ired, 2090 
Attend — the 6acr«d mysteries begi n 
ify solemn night-bom adjuration bear ; 
ar, and PI I raise thy spirit from the du^tj 
IWhile tha stars gaie on this enchantmetit new ; 
~ Lchantment, not inTem&l, but divine ! 209l(» 

*■ By Silence, deatb^st peculiar attribute ^ 
I By Darknesfi, guilt^s inevitable doom ; 

r Darkness, and by Silence, sifters dread ! 
at draw the cortain round nigbl^a ebon throne, 
lAnd raise ideas, solemn &f the scene f 2100 

pJy l^ight, and all of awful, night presents 
[jo thought, or sense, (of nwful much, to both, 

I goddsss brings I) By these her trembling fires, 
i Veata**, ever burning; and, hke hers, 
cr^d to thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 2105 
By the^ bright orators, that prove, and praise, 
I pfesB tiiee to revere, the Deity ] 

, too, aid thee, when revered a while, 
> reach his tbrooe ; as stages of the soul, 

gh which, at diflerent periods, she shall pass« 
fining gradual, for her final height, 2111 

LAnd purging off some dross at every sphere i 
r this dark pall thnm'ii 0^*07 tho aknl wonid ' 
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By the world's kings, and kiugdoms, most renowo'd* 
From short ambition's tenitli set for ever ; 2115 

Sad presage to vain boasters, now iu bloom ! 
By the long list of swift mortality. 
From Adam downward to this evening knell, 
Which midnight waves in fancy's startled eye ; 
And shocks her with a hundred centuries, 2120 
Round death's black banner throng'd, in human tho't! 
By thousands, now, resigning theb last breath, 
And calling thee — ^wert thou so wise to hear ! 
By tombs o'er tombs arising; human earth 
Ejected, to make room Ibi^-homan eaith ; 2125 
The monarch's terror! and the sexton's tnde! 
By pompous obsequies, that riiun the dayt 
The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud ; 
Boast of our ruin ! triumph of our dust ! 2190 

By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones ; 
And tlie pale lamp, that shews the ghastly dead. 
More ghastly through the thick incumbent glo(xn ! 
By visits (if there are) from darker scenes. 
The gliding s])ectrc ! and the groaning grave ! 2135 
By groans, and graves, and miseries that groan 
For the grave's shelter ! By desponding men, 
Senseless to pains of death, from pangs of guill ! 
By guilt's last audit ! By yon moon in blood. 
The rocking firmament, the falling stars, 2140 

And thunder's last discharge, great nature's knell I 
By second chaos ; and eternal night' — 
Be wise — ^I^for let Philander blame my chann ; 
But own not ill discharged my double debt, 
Ijove to the living, duty to the dead. 2145 

For know, I'm but executor; he left 
This moral legacy; I make it o'er 
By his comrft«iud •. Y\\\\^iA%t\««c VcvtsA. 
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And Heaven iti both. — If deaf to the^, oh 

Florello- a tender voice : hia weal idepends 

On thy resolre ; it tremblei at thy choice i 

For hii lake-^iove t}iysolf. Example strtkefl 

All human hearts • a bad eininple more j 

More itill a father^a i thai ensures h]» mim 

Ai parent q( hisi being^, vrouldst tl)oa prove $155 

Tb^ oimatural parent of his miseries. 

And make him curse the bein^ which thou gorest? 

Ig this ihe blessing of so fond a father ? 

If careless of Lojrenzo, ipare^ oh ! fpai'C 

Florello'B father, and Philimder*B friend ! 2160 

Florello^a fa i her ruin'd, ruins him ; 

And from Philauder^s friend the world espectt 

A condoct, no dishonour to the dead. 

Lflt passtori do, what nobler mativea should ; 

Let love, and emulationT rise in aid 31S5 

To reason \ and persuade thee to be — blesa^d. 

This seems not a request to be denied ; 
Yet (such th* in^tuatioii of mankind J) 
^Tis tlie most hopeless, man can make to man. 
Shall It then^ nse in arg^nment^ and warmth ; 2170 
And urg;e Philander's posthumous advice, 

From topics yet unbroachM ? 

But, oh I I faint ! my spirits fail ?— Nor strange ? 

So long on wing', and in no middle clime ! 

To which my great Creator's glory calPd : 21 75 

And call* — ^but, now, in rain. Slcep*s dewy wand 

Has titroked my drooping lid«, and promises 

My long arrear of rest ; the downy god 

(Wont to return with our returning peace) 

Will pay, ere long, and bless me with repose. 2180 

Haste, baste, sweet strang;er ! from the peasanfi cot, 

The ahipboy^s hammock, or the «o!dier's straw. 

Whence sorrow ntvcr chased thee : with vVft^^aMCV 
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Not hidBou fisioiu, as of late ! but draught! 
Defidout of well-tatted, cordial, rest ; ftlU 

Man*! rich restorative; hie balmy bath. 
That supples, lobricates, and keeps in plaj. 
The various moveinents of this nice mi»rhine, 
Which asks such frequent periods of repair. 
When tired with vain rotations of the day, S190 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn ; 
Fresh we spin on, till sickness clogs our wheels^ 
Or death quite breaks the spring, and motion endft 
When will it end with me ? 

* Thou only know'st, 2195 

Thou, whose broad eye the future, and dw past* 

Joins to the pr e s en t ; making one of three 

To mortal thought! Thou know'st, aad Thou akne, 

AU-knowing !— «ll-unknown ! — and yet well known ! 

Near, though remote ! and, though unfathomM,felt.' 

And, though invisible, for ever fieen ! 2201 

And seen in all ! the g^reat, and the minute : 

Each i^lobe above, with its gigantic race, 

Each flower, each leaf, with its small people swarm'd. 

(Those puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) ^03 

To the first thought, that asks, * From whence?' declare 

Their common Source. Thoa Fountain, running o*tr 

In rivers of communicated joy ! 

Who gavest us speech for far, far humbler themes '. 

Say, by what name shall I presume to call 2210 

Him I sec burning in these countless suns. 

As Moses, in the bush?* Illustrious Mind ! 

The whole creation, less, far less, to Thee, 

Than that to the creation^s ample round. 2214 

How shall I name Thee ? — How my labouring soul 

Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth' 
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* Great System of perfeciioa* ! Mighty Cauie 
Of causes mighty ! Cause uacatistid I Sole Koot 
Of nature, that luituriant g^rowlb of God t 
First FftlJier of effects I that progeny 
Of endlf'ss «enes^ where the goldeji chain^s 
Laat linJc admits a period^ who ran leU ? 
Father of all that is or hf^ord, or hears! 
Father of all that is or serni or sect I 
Father of all thut iBi or nh&W arise ! 
Father of thi* immeofumble mass 
Of matter multiform ; or deme, or rare ; 
Opiaque^ or Iccid ; mpidy or at reit; 
Minute, or poising bound! in each extreme, 
Of like amaze, and mysteiyi to m&n. 
Father of these bright inilUons of the night? 
Of whi^h the teast, iViU Gftdbfaad had proclaij]]*d, 
And thrown tho g:8*er on his* knee — Or, say, 
Is appellation higher still, Thy choice ^ 
Father of matter^s temporary lords ! 223£^ 

Father of spirits ! nobler oAspriDg \ sparks 
Of high patenial glory ; rich endowM 
With various measures, and with vancms modes 
Of instinct, reason, intuition; beams 
More pale, or bngbt from day divine, to break 2240 
The dark of matter otigaiut^d (the ware 
Of all created spirit;) beams, that rbo 
Each over other in superior light. 
Till the last ripens into lustre strong, 
Of next approach to Godhead. Father fonrl 2245 
(Far fonder than e^er bore that name on earth) 
Of itileUectiial beings I beingi blesiM 
With powers to please Thee ; not of posaive pjjr 
To laws they know not ; beings lodgi^d in seats 
Of well-adapted joy#, in different dorne^ 2250 

Of this imperial palace lor thy soni\ 






Okvdb! Wh^ionKirtalKipfl lii*i%i 
A tiilt, iMi ««Ml, iadMd, tat iHn 

AadTlMMilteanti jii«qMl! lln»feyi 
1lMlUairfii(wwcoM«fd; * 
iBifchli <» pow! >y wiw I 

FtaHs liliM, tat i^nili w ipM% 

(^ more tinn aduDBiitiiie taiii i^d| 

O'er more, far more, than diadwni, and <hwai| 

Inviolably reigni ; the dread of godi ! 2S90 

And, oh! flie Aiendofman! beaenth wliOM &ot» 

And bj the m a n da te of whose awfiil nod. 

All fegiont, revolationa, fortnaas, &tea, 

Of high, of loir, of mind, and matter, rail 

ThrDogfatheihortdianneUofexiiiriBgtinM, tt75 

Or shoreleM ocean of eternity, 

Cahn, or tempeetaow (as thy Spirit hraaflna,) 

In absolute subjection !— And, O Thon 

The glorious Thirdlf distinct, not sepamta! 

Beaming from both! with both incorporate ; 

And (strange to tell!) incorporate witb dost! 

By condescension, as thj gloiyt Sravt* 

Enshrined m man! ofhomao haartiyifpitraf 

\ TMHo^iGiKmA. 
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I"" of the soul ; h.r,,^, ** •">"- 'm; 

?^7e<. •^o„dro«.%°f„7.""^' *'"«« fired- 
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May tee the sun (though night*s descending icale 

Now weighs ap mom,) unpitied, and anbless*d! 2330 

In Thy displeasure dwells eternal pain; 

Pbin, oar aversion ; pain, which strikes me now t 

And, since all pain is terrible to man, 

Thoogfa transient, terrible ; at Thy good hour, 

Gentlj, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 23SS 

My clay-cold bed ! by nature, now, so near ; 

By nature, near ; still nearer by disease ! 

Till then, be this, an emblem of my grave : ' 

Let it outpreach the preacher ; every night 

Let it outcry the boy at Fhilip*s* ear ; 2330 

That tongue of death! that herald of the ton^ ! 

And when (the shelter of thy wing implored) 

My senses, soothed, shall sink in soft repose ; 

O sink this truth still deeper in my soul. 

Suggested by my pillow, signM by fate, 2335 

First, in fate^s volume, at the page of man — 

Man's sickly souly though turned and toss* d for evtr^ 

From side to side, can rest on nought but Thee; 

HerCf in full trust; hereafter^ infuUjoy ; 

On Thee, the promised, sure, eternal down 2340 

Of spirits, toird in travel through this vale. 

Nor of that pillow shall my soul despond ; 

For — Love almighty ! Love almighty ! (sing, 

Exult, creation !) Love alnoighty, reigns ! 

That death of death ! that cordial of despair ! 2345 

And loud etemity^s triumphant song ! 

» Of whom, no more : — For, O thou Patron God !f 
Thou God and mortal ? thence more God to man ! 
Man*8 theme eternal ! man's eternal theme ! 
Thou canst not 'scape uninjured from our pmse. 

* Philip, king of Macedon,, 
^ Jmus Cl\rut. 
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^YTnjiijiin^ Crom onr praiao can He escape, 3351 
Who, duiemlXMoaiM from the Father, bowl 
The heftTen of he«Ten«, to kin the distant «arthl 
fireatbes out ia a^nies a sinlcn soul ! 
Agaiust tbi! crosst death^s Iron «ceptre breakt ! 3355 
From fanushM ruin ptacks her human prey ! 
Throws widfe the j^tea cekstial to hii foe» * 
Their gratitude, for such a boundlesa debt, 
Deputas th^ir fufierifig brothers to rc^c^ivo ! 
And, if deep human guilt in payment fail* ; 3d0O 
As deeper guiU, prohibtt? our despiur .* 
Enjotna it^ aa our duty, to rejoice ! 
And, (to cliose all) omnipotently kind, 
Tak«6 hifl deiij^ts amon;^ tlie sons of men/* 

>\Tiat words are these !— And did they come from 
h<^aven? SS^'i 

AimI were they ^ke to roan ? to giiiUy man ? 
What mte all mytteries to love Uke thie J 
The long of ani^elB, all the melodies 
Of choral god% are wafted in the sound; 
Heal and eithilarate the broken heart : 2370 

Thoug^h plunged, before, in borror« dark ai night : 
Eich prolibation of con«nmmatc joy i 
Nor wait we disiioliitiou to be blessM, 

Thu final eflbrt of the moral mase« 
How juitly titled !f Nor for me alone : 2375 

For all that read ; what fpiht of aupport, 
l^iiat heights of conaolatioaf crown my ioii|; ! 

Then, farewell Night ! Of darkness, now, no raoire - 
Joy breaks, »hinei, triumphs; 'tis eternal day. 
Shall that which rises oat of nought complain i380 
Of ft few evilii, paid with endleis jctyi f 

" Prwerbt^ ehe^. vitL 3L 
f The Con$9iaiim, 
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Bf J tool! haioefi>rth, in svreeteit unkm join 

The tiro fupports of homan haj^nness, 

"Which fy M S erraneost, think can never meet; 

Trae taste of life, and constant dioaght of death ; 

Tbethooghtofdeath, sole victor of its dread! S386 

Hope, be tfaj joy ; and probi^, thy akOl ; 

Thy patron. He, whose diadem has dropped 

Ton gems of heaven ; eternity, thy prise : 

And leaved racers of die world their own, 2390 

Their fieatfaer, and dietr firodi, for endless tofls : 

They part with all for that which is not bread; 

They mortify, they starve, on wealth, £uDe, power ; 

And laugh to scorn the Ibols that aim at more. 

How most a spirit, late escaped from earth, 3395 

Suppose Fhilander's, Lncia^s, or Naiciisa*s, 

The tmth of things new blazing in its eye. 

Look back, astoaisVd, on the ways of men. 

Whose lives' whole drift is to forget their graves! 

And when our present privilege is past, 2400 

To scourge us with due sense of its abuse. 

The same astonishment will seize us all. 

What then must pain us, would preserve us now. 

Lorenzo ! His not yet too late : Lorenzo .' 

Seize wisdom, ere 'tis torment to be wise ; 2405 

That is, seize wisdom, ere she seizes thee. 

For what, my small philosopher ! is hell ? 

'Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth, 

When truth, resisted long, is sworn our foe, 

And calls eternity to do her right. 2410 

Thus, darkness aiding intellectual light, 
And sacred silence whispering truths divine. 
And truths divine converting pain to peace. 
My song the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
And shot, ambitious of unbounded scenes, 2415 

Beyond the ftwiv\u^\\m\a ol^^ vi^stVl, 
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Her gloomy flight But what avails the flight 

Of&ncy, when oar hearts remain below? 

Virtne abounds in flatterers, and foes : 

*Tis pride, to praise her ; penance, to perform. 2420 

To more than words, to more than worth of tODgne, 

Lorenzo .' rise, at this auspicious hour ; 

An hour, when Heaven^s most intimate with man ; 

When, like a falling star, the ray divine 

Glides swift into flie bosom of the just ; 2425 

And just are all, determined to reclaim ; 

Which sets that title high, within thy reach. 

Awake, then; thy Philander calls: awake! 

Thou, who shalt wake, when the creation sleeps; 

When, like a taper, all these suns expire ; 2430 

When Time, like him of Gaza* in his wrath. 

Plucking the pillars that support the world. 

In Nature's ample itiins lies entombed ; 

And Midnight, universal Midnight ! reigns. 

* Samton, Judges, x?i. 29, 90. 
26 



THE END. 
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